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PREFACE 



DoRANTE. Mais, marquis, par quelle raisoD, de grace, cette comedie crt- 
elle ce qae tu dis ? 

Le Marquis. Pourquoi elle est detestable ? 

DoRANTE. Oui. 

Le Marquis. Elle est detestable, parce qu'elle est detestable. 

Dor ANTE. Apres cela, il n'y a plus rien a dire ; voila son proces fait. 
Mais encore, instruls-nous, et nous dis les defauts qui y sont. — Moliere- 

Candid, courteous, judicious, learned, moral, and enlightened 
Reader ! — titles which have been yours, jure dimnOyfiom time 
immemorial ; — true Lord Protector of the republic of letters ! 
I here present you (on my mind's knees) with a dramatic 
version of an historical fact which, having had the misfortune 
to be prohibited, you will, with your usual candor, courtesy, 
judgment, learning, morality, and enhghtenment, conclude to be 
its crime. 

In forming this deduction, the author humbly acknowledges 
that, according to the admirable system of logic so long in 
public use, the strongest premises may be alleged. In the 
first place, people in office are always right; secondly, they 
ought to be ; thirdly and triumphantly, if they are not it is 
very strange. 

These premises based, the inevitable conclusion follows that 
the author of " Richelieu in Love " is in the wrong, because he 
has been so adjudged by a tribunal which includes in itself all 
the essentials of justice, — as beef is said to be the quintessence 
of ^' quail, and venison, and pheasant, and plum-pudding, 
and custard, — '* being at once accuser, judge, jury and 
executioner. 
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In this summary, it is possible that some i^nenlightened 
reader may wonder at the omission of an accused person, or 
criminal, — as, to spare the expense of thought, we generally 
account any one at the bar. But when it is considered that, at 
the tribunal eulogised, the accused has no voice and no busuiess, 
except to suffer the penalties, this is of very slight consequence. 
Indeed it has often been a subject of surprise to the author, that 
80 obvious a means of simplifying the operations of justice 
should have struck no lawgivers but those illustrious sages who 
established the tribunal of the Holy Office, and that of Examiner 
of Plays. By merely exonerating the defendant from aH share 
in the proceedings (with the exception hinted above), the 
majestic stream of justice flows on without impediment or delay, 
unchafed and unthwarted on its downward course, and, like a 
Peruvian torrent, sweeps sands and gold alike, in its impartial 
and undistinguishing rush. 

Human opinions, however, depend so much on time, place, 
and circumstance ; frequently even on so slight a matter as the 
state of the biliary secretion, or the quality of a man's dinner, or 
the temper his wife may be in ; that the decrees of secret tribu- 
nals, such as the Inquisition, and the literary Star Chamber in 
question, are not always so unaccountable as, from ignorance, 
people sometimes imagine. Very often ai-e they based on the 
most authentic principles of indigestion, the most logical, though 
somewhat hasty conclusions of a temper fretted by some "private 
grief," or on considerations of a still more recondite nature, which 
include all the passions, meannesses, prejudices, whims, igno- 
rance, insolence, folly and frivolity, which make up the strange 
compound of humanity. 

In his Tartufe, Moliere delineated the character of that worst 
of social hypocrites, the false pretender to religion. Thence it 
was condemned, no doubt with justice, as an attempt to bring 
religion into contempt. The present piece is pronounced by the 
invisible, but oracular, bar at which it was condemned and found 
guilty (the peculiar form of trial at it), unfit to be represented, 
because it is calculated to bring "church and state into 
contempt" How this result was to be effected by delineating 
the brilliant vagaries of a court two hundred years gone into 
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dust, in colors taken from the palette of history ; what church 
was to be damaged by any aberrations from the beau-ideal of 
the priestly character in Cardinal Richelieu ; what advantage 
was to accrue to the author from the completion of this ungodly 
purpose of his, — the judges, or rather sentencers, have not had 
the generosity to explain. 

From some few gleams of light piercing the mysterious gloom, 
the author must however admit, that for thi^ reserve there may 
be very good reasons. Secrecy is a point of the first importance 
in administering an infallible authority. Oracular decrees shun 
anal} sis more sedulously than toadstools the sun, in whose blaze 
they wither into slippery muck. Reasons which are irresistible 
on the lips of waiting gentlewomen, in gilded ante-chambers, 
lose their significance, and even their meaning, in the common 
daylight ; or, like some essences, are of that fine and volatile 
nature that they evaporate the moment they are exposed to the 
free air, beyond the most anxious sense to discern. As a part of 
the system, the author, therefore, acknowledges the propriety of 
this Venetian procedure. He might wish perchance that it were 
well assured the delation is always put in a lion^s mouth ; but 
his bump of veneration is too large to pursue the idea. He 
admires everything in office, from the Lord Mayor's gilded 
coach, down to the cocked-hat of the parish beadle. And, 
therefore, while suffering under its dispensations, he reverences 
the power which, in its various wisdom, decides not only on the 
merits of the most difficult species of literature known to man, 
but on the knottiest points of court-etiquette ; not only on plots, 
morals, and poetry, but on birth day tickets, costume, tie-wigs^ 
swords, buckles, precedence, and all those exquisite points of 
character and rank on whose needle-balance wavers admissUnl'' 
Uy itself ! 

Personages, indeed, on whose shoulders such weights of res- 
ponsibility rest, cannot be too cautious. For Atlas to dance a 
hornpipe with our globe of earth on his back, would be very 
unbeijoming levity indeed! Heaven knows what he might 
shake out, or how he might confound things within ! In the 
ito^u quo there are many things which would be materially 
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altered, if chaos were to come again, and should settle down on 
merely natural principles. Our human arrangements would 
almost all be severely shaken, and some absolutely turned topsy 
turvy. Now, as chaos is only change on a large scale, the 
smallest deviations from established order are to be viewed with 
suspicion, and, if possible, suppressed. Accordingly an attempt, 
however feeble, to quit the worn out sheep-walks of the Drama, 
to enter a pasture which, overrun with furze and weeds as it 
may be, abounds in savory herbs, is very properly met 
by a prohibition ! The guilty effort at originality is but too 
evident, in a play in which a screen is not once used ! There 
needs no other evidence. The writer is evidently young and 
daring ; he may, therefore, do better ! Crush him then just as 
he pops out of his %g-shell at once. When he has wings to 
0Q»r with, it may not be so easy to bring him down ! The reins 
may hai^g loose on the necks of old jaded hacks, but the young 
hot-blooded steeds must be bridled and martingaled till they can 
only rear and paw air. The only point of consequence is, that 
tiie rider should take care not to pull the steed backward over 
him. 

Most gentle reader, you have now fair warning. If you read 
on, it will be at your peril, and to the great diminution of your 
allegiance to all things constituted. " Steel traps and spring 
guns !" is legibly written upon my premises, and signed by the 
town clerk. If, therefore, you venture into those flowery meads 
in which my deadly weapons couch in ambush, and should 
happen to walk through without having your leg snapped off, or 
jrour brains scattered, remember, — ^it is not for want of due notice. 
But for this warning you might imagine you were going to take 
a pleasant noon-day stroll in a woodland preserve, gathering 
wild nuts and raspberries at your pleasure, and enjoying their 
tart flavor more than the refined namby-pambyism of their 
bloated hot-house kindred. As it is, you will have to pick your 
way with extreme caution, — to walk with the agonized scru- 
palosity of one who, for the first time, ventures on ice in a pair 
of skates ; and not only ice, but ice which the Humane Society 
has labelled ^^ Dangerous !" Every wind wUl make you start ! 
— the rustle of the green leaves, the sweet liquid chirrup of a 
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blackbird, even the distant musical laugh of women in ahayfield, 
will bristle your haur upright on your head. If you observe 
poppies flaunting it redly in the sun, if the lily tosses her white 
cap scornfully at the dallying breeze, you will mark the omen, 
turn pale — and stop short. 

In vain shall you strive to pluck up heart on ascertaining that 
nothing dolorous happens to you. You have it under three jus- 
tices' hands ; and can authority err 1 If you have ever so slight 
a tinge Puseyite, answer me that If you have ever so shght 
an idea of what is due to the powers that be, you must perceive 
the infinite impropriety of continuing whole and sound, in 
contempt of court. You cannot pretend ignorance. Toilsomdj 
have I labored to explain to you your dangers ; else might it 
pass to allege that you see nothing in this comedy but a ^rama^* 
tic version of a story in the history of England, which, for aught 
I know, you may have turned into bad Latin as a penitential 
exercise, when you were roJ)bing orchards at Eton. In the 
subtle artifice with which I have veiled my purpose beyond 
detection lies my deepest guilt. Far excelling the Italian 
amateurs of the sixteenth centiu-y, I mix my poisons so subtly, 
that they produce no effect whatever on the sufferer, except 
perchance the fallacious glimmer of a light-hearted smile. ^Look 
on my good cheer, therefore, with as sinister an eye, as if watch- 
ing the sparkle and blush of a glass of rose champagne, pre- 
sented by the hand of " cruel Tofana " herself. 

Come hither then, inexperienced 'youth, and study treason in 
the pages of one to whom it came so naturally, that until the mo- 
ment he was condemned, he had not the faintest idea he had 
committed any offence. Of a jocund and laughing nature to 
begin with, it chances that he lights on one, of the very few 
mirthful traditions which Dame History keeps in her mtislj 
cupboards. Aimless and purposeless, except for enjoyment, as 
a nautilus floating in its silver car on a summer sea, he embo- 
dies the tradition in a fanciful form ; gives it a voice, a costume, 
«n outward presentment ; and of these merry materials com- 
poses, by some strange fatality, a work which appears, to the 
dullest comprehensionsy capable of bringing church and state into 
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€ontempt. Is it not thus that the spider extracts her poisonous 
essences from the sweetest roses and violets ? 

The life of a dramatic author is typified in the eastern apo- 
logue of the ant which a sage one day observed trailing a millet- 
seed up a wall, in a cleft of which she had her local habitation* 
The persevering insect fell eleven times, at various points, in 
the effort to accomplish this task. On the twelfth attempt, she 
triumphantly reached the top of the wall, and was immediately 
devoured by a sparrow which had condescendingly waited her 
arrival. Therefore, all you young Shaksperes who intend to 
repolish the mirror of humanity — ^for such the stage was once — 
take warning from my sad example^ and turn Scotts instead. 

The author was very young when he first had the misfortune 
to think he could write a drama. He was neither " forced by 
hunger nor request of friends," but took to it as naturally as a 
hawthorn takes to blossoming, and on as scientific principles. 
When a mere schoolboy, the romantic but historical tradition of 
Charles the First's love match with Henriet^e Marie, had vividly 
interested his fancy. The same pages recorded the flirtation 
between the gay and beautiful Anne d'Autriche, and the witty 
Villiers, Duke of Buckingham. To this affair, and to the 
jealousy of Louis XIIL, a grave historian, Hume, ascribes Buck- 
ingham's subsequent hatred of France, and the war which he 
intended to wage against her, if the knife of Felton had not in- 
terposed its veto. The king-cardinal, with his passion for the 
flame fascinating sovereign, naturally glided into the puppet 
flhow. Whatever troubles have come Upon it since, most plea- 
santly did it amuse the author's young imagination, to set his 
^antoms in a drama which, though perhaps as rude a specimen 
as any enacted by Thespis in his cart, contains all the germs of 
the subsequent attempt 

The perusal, at a later period, of some French Memoirs of the 
times of Louis XIIL rekindled this early fancy into a glow. 
Guiltless as yet of aught but a strong passion for dramatic litera- 
ture, the thought unluckily struck the author, that a ^subject 
which was at once historical, national, and dramatic, was very 
fit to make an English play. 

The early masters of the drama took their materials from 
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antique clironiclcs, winter-fire legends, or grand-dame ballads 
murmored to their dreamy cradles. The memoir, natural suc- 
cessor to the chronicle, sketching with equal liveliness and 
fidelity, if not with equal picturesqueness of effect, offers its out* 
Unes to the hand of the modern painter. 

And in this deceptive form was he tempted, who now recordi 
his fall. ' Since the days when the Devil wooed St. Cyprian in 
the guise of a lovely hermitess, was there ever anything so sly t 
With these ideas, and with none whatever of *^ Church and 
State," was the piece wrought which was to bring both into 
contempt In addition to his other fancies, the writer took it 
into his head that he was inventing a species of Drama: for al- 
though there are innumerable tragedies taken from history, what 
comedy has preceded " Richelieu in Love 1" As there is nothing 
new under the sun, the learned vnll no doubt answer this queflh 
tion satisfactorily. 

With figures ready drawn in the Daguerreotype of actuality, 
there wanted only colors, and these the Memoirs offered, bril- 
liant and life-like. Not all, indeed, exactly covleur de rose; 
but if humanity is to be represented only as we would wish it to 
be, not only is the stage's occupation gone, but that of the pulpi^ 
too. Even the potent Elizabeth found she could not have her 
portrait painted without shadows. 

Accordingly, the Author worked merrily on, filling his casks, 
as he imagined, with the wines whose scent remained in them. 
Had he but known that the past is a sealed book, and that to 
represent modern manners is libellous, he would of course have 
dramatised the last miu'der, or have left the matter alone alto- 
gether. Sarcastic bitterness in Richelieu, — ^misanthropic gloom^ 
in Louis, — ^frank gaiety in Anne d'Autriche, — reckless pleasant- 
ry in Buckingham, — are either the natural expressions of their 
characters, or the Author has mistaken them, or has inverted 
tiiem to serve his unknown purposes. To degrade the Church 
(not the one which abuses on Fifth November days) he has re- 
presented a statesman, who happened to bear the title of a Cai^ 
dinal, as a brilliant, intriguing, imscrupulous courtier; whereas 
all the world knows that Cardinal Richeli^ was a;pious eccle- 
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Aastic, of the most retiring habits, and one altogether incapable 
of tlie conduct imputed to him by history and — the Author. 

Besides, however satirical the personages delineated, satire is 
not to be tolerated. It is dangerous. Its quick lightnings 
blaze things into day, and though but for a moment, show them 
up with more splendor and effect for their very evanescence. 
Even the light raillery which sparkles and plays in the air, but 
sets nothing on fire, is not to be allowed when near our houses. 
On the dark background of a prohibition, the reader will not fail 
to remark the terrific nature of the illuminations which shower 
portentous light over this Drama, and create as wild a hubbub 
as the introduction of a torch into an old barn, full of rats and 
owls. 

The narrative of the first sally of his piece the Author re- 
serves as an imposing chapter in his autobiography, which he 
means to write as soon as he hears that anybody else has imder- 
taken his biography. Suffice it at this present to say, that like 
that of the valorous knight of La Mancha, it ended only in 
glory and bruises. Alterations, emendations, curtailments, 
omissions, additions, and improvements numberless, were, it 
seems, necessary to render the play fit for the stage — and the 
fire. It was, however, praised sufficiently, and by men to whom 
the world confides its judgment, to make the Author imagine, 
like his illustrious predecessor, that he had done great things. 
The '^ segunda salidd^^ followed of course, at an interval ren- 
dered unavoidable by circumstances, for an explanation of which 
the reader is also referred to my unpublished and unwritten life 
— and the piece was offered to the Haymarket. 

Complaints are continually made of the discourtesies, delays, 
and injustice to which a dramatic author is subjected who has 
DO influential introduction to the Green Room. How that may 
be in general, the present writer cannot say ; but in this case, 
tmrecommended by any adventitious circumstances whatever, 
not even a name, for it was presented anonymously, Mr. Web- 
ider immediately accepted the piece, wanting every claim on his 
attention but such as might be between the first and last page, 
-mUai as nmch liberality, or rather generosity, as if it possessed 
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Here then, dramatic ant, you have toiled up for the eleventh 
time with your millet seed; and now the sparrow's eyes begin 
to glisten. 

Preparations are commenced to put the piece on the stage 
with splendor. The chief actors are pleased with their parts ; 
Farren especially ; for I cannot deny myself the honor of re- 
cording his approbation. Apparently, every one is pleased who 
has a right to be consulted in the matter. But, 

O ciechi, i\ tanto affaticar, che giova ! 

If all mankind were in ecstasies with a play, that is of no 
consequence, unless it hits every caprice of one of its units, dig- 
nified with the title of " Examiner of Plays." First, arrived an 
admonition to proceed no further without orders ; next, an abso- 
lute prohibition to proceed at all ! 

People in irresponsible authority exercise it with a graceful 
ease, a decision, a brevity, which must excite admiration in all 
who have not witnessed the administration of justice in Turkey. 
So deeply founded were the objections of the oflScials, that no- 
thmg but the total ruin of the drama could remove them. Not 
even mangling — a favorite operation when it is equally incon- 
venient to prohibit a work and to allow it to appear — could do 
it any good. Lamed, disfigured, ragged,' idiotic, as it might 
have been made, like a battered soldier of the wars, still it would 
have been dangerous. The shattered musket, the rusty sword, 
the broken bayonet, tell at least what the man has been. Per- 
suasion and argument were equally in vain ; irresponsible ofi^ce 
has armor against both. And so vanished the whole phantas* 
magoria, like the 

Agrial palaces and lakes of gold, 

And silvery mountains, shaped of sunset hues. 

Which in fantastic chaos melt away. 

As to the reasons assigned for ttis stretch of prerogative, the 
Author received them with gratitude. The judges m this august 
court are not bound by law to give any reasons at all ; which^ 
indeed, would be always inconvenient, and sometimes impossible. 
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The Author is aware that all real property is in mud. He, 
therefore, finds no fault with being deprived of one purely intel- 
lectual, by the decrees of a tribunal which violates every princi- 
ple of natural equity and constitutional right in its arbitrary pro- 
cedure. As the situation of " Examiner of Plays" is a good 
one, he knows — but too well — that it is always and inevitably 
filled by a man of education and manners, a first-rate ci'itic, who 
judges by the rules of an enlightened and generous criticism, 
and not by those of narrow sectarian prejudices, caprice, per- 
lonal or political animosity, mean truckling to authority, or 
' mere insolence of domination. The " Examiner of Plays" is in 
truth the sentinel of a powder magazine ; as such, the lurid 
language of the passions, their lightning r^vealings, terrify him 
out of his senses, while other men merely admire the splendor 
and beauty of the celestial flames. With him, despair raves 
blasphemy, love murmurs licentiousness; Cato talks treason, 
Tiberius brings government into contempt, Sejanus is an allusion 
to the minister of the day, the Gracchi mean to raise a tumult 
against the Com Laws. A mark for all the aimless shafts of 
latire can he find, when all men else imagine them showered at 
random. 

Who knows ? Might not the pit imagine it beheld not the 
jttcture but the mirror of a court ? Might it not whisper to its 
wife, that although set in an antique fi^ame, all courts are faith- 
ftdly reflected in the one before their gaze — ^the envy, hatred, 
treason, ingratitude, and intrigue which haunt them ? ^* Look 
to that. Master Brooke !" 

Let no future dramatist be deterred by the fate of him who 
liath been thus generously gibbeted by way of example to all, 
except to shun his errors. Let him v^rite a play without plot, 
character, or language appropriate, and he may write it as fine- 
ly as he thinks proper, and receive an eulogy along with his 
permit Thus shall he avoid Charybdis. It is true that the 
town has seldom the good taste and deference to be delighted 
irith what pleases the authorities, €md thus he rushes on Scylla. 
But Charybdis never regorges her prey, whereas Scylla sends it 
foaring up half-a-dozen times before she sucks it down for ever! 

It 18 too late for the author to take his own advice : he is 
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hardened like steel in tlie fire he has been cast into. But let not 
the reader misunderstand him so far as to imagine he complains 
of any peculiar hardship in his case. If Shakspcre himself had 
not flourished before " Examiners'* were invented, the author is 
constrained to admit that he could not have flourished after. 
Under the system in action, he acknowledges that a great drama- 
tist is as impossible as an eagle soaring in all its pride and sub- 
limity in a zoological cage. Who can complain of being placed 
under a despotism from which, if that superhuman genius now 
existed, he would not be exempt ? 

Yes, if Shakspere himself, if the man whose unbounded ge- 
nius mirrors the universe, who has fathomed all the depths q{ 
the human heart, given all its passions an echo distinct as their 
own voices, made the language of England imperishable, were 
she herself, her power and her glory passed away like a cloud 
on the rack of the winds — ^if this man, or rather this demi-gdd| 
were now in being, would he not be placed under the absolute 
control of an ^^ Examiner of Plays 1" The imagination faints 
in the descent. Who then shall complain when he recollects 
tibat the transcendent flame which the Almighty only once 
breathed into humanity, would have run just the same risk oi 
being puffed out as his own poor farthing twinkle ! 

For which of Shakspere's masterpieces deem you. Reader, 
would have escaped the blasting mildew of the licenser's red 
ink 1 Is it Hamlet, with his guilty kings, his grand scepticism, 
his melancholy musings which lay bare the aching heart of hu- 
manity, and strip it alike of its rags and tinsel 1 WouM not 
this phrase alone, " the insolence of office," condemn it ? Is it 
Macbeth — ^Macbeth that teaches lessons of usurpation and rnuri- 
der, and may be meant to frighten the Queen from going near 
Tarn worth ? Is it Richard III. or King John ? Can any one 
doubt that Shakspere meant, by delineating those flagitious sov- 
ereigns, to bring royalty into hatred, let alone contempt ? Is it 
meet the people should learn in ^^ Othello" what a ^^coggi]^ 
knave" can de at the elbow of a nature too npble to imderstand 
himi 

Coriolanus ? — ^let us see — ahem ! There seems to be a great 
deal of violent language in it, frenzied invective, scorn and h»» 
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tred and contempt of the — well, well, only of the common peo* 
pie, to be sure ! It must then be prohibited, to spare the feel- 
ings of the shilling gallery ? Or if they have not sufficient in- 
fluence at court to obtain that favor, there is still another good 
reason. In Coriolanus, aristocracy and democracy are repre* 
sented at war ; and in all well regulated commonwealths, espe- 
cially in England, they have always^ agreed like — ^like man and 
wife. The people must not learn such turbulent matters— 
" prohibited." Shall the Merry Wives pass, merry though thqr 
be to tears pf laughter 1 If we do license it you must at least 
expunge that gross old sensual satyr, that FalstafF! else will he 
bring the whole order of knighthood into contempt, he with his 
huge paunch and vulgar wit, which " splits the sides of the 
groundlings." Twelfth Niglit may, perhaps, with some thou- 
sand improvements, pass muster. But no : it violates decorum ! 
In it, a woman, to preserve her honor, puts on the attire of a 
" skirted page" — an attire differing but little from that worn by 
our ladies a few years ago when short petticoats were in vogue. 
The same objection is fatal to Portia, to Rosalind, and to Imo- 
gen : above all to the latter, for she is the daughter of a British 
King ! What matters it that, thus disguised, these characters 
have always been considered the sweetest, the chastest, the most 
feminine of Shakspere's characters ? People of nice ideas know 
better. 

A similar indecorum is one of the overt acts of the author of 
" Richelieu in Love." In the original draft, Anne d'Autriche 
was represented as detecting Le Dragon in a female disguise. 
This scene was subsequently altered as in the iexty in order that 
no occasion for scandal or misapprehension might remain. The 
Author had no idea that he had exceeded tlie privileges of the 
modern drama. He had seen " As You Like It" performed, by 
command, in the august presence of the Queen of England^ 
" Fidelio" is sung in all the courts of Europe, before empresses, 
queens, princesses, and ladies of high degree, without scandal. 
How then was he to know that a taste so much more refined 
presided in the Licenser's office 1 

Will Henry VIII., that portrait of her father which the large- 
mmded Elizabeth allowed, receive the Examiner's fiat 1 Passe i 
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for the bruial king and his victims, the majestic wife, the beau- 
teous paramour ! But softly now, what have we here : we who 
have been educated at Oxford ? A cardinal ! — a minister of re- 
ligion, though no one ever thought of him except as a minister 
of st^tel — A cardinal who acts, in all respects the courtier J 
What is that riojf ? Were he a Druid it must not be — a Druid 
is still a priest. 

Considering these matters, the Author retracts any word< of 
complaint which he may inadvertently have dropped. Per- 
chance to some it may appear that he has received justice ; but 
if so, harsh justice, few will dispute. Earnestly, however, does* 
he impkjre the Reader to *separate the cause of the drama from 
Aat of (he trifling jet* d^ esprit ^ of whose introduction he avaib- 
himself only to plead it The indiscretion and vivacity of an 
imagination on fire with its subject^ may at times render the 
piece amenable to censure, although the facility with which any 
noble, and free, and enlightened thought vanishes under the pen 
(rf the Licenser might have encouraged one to hope that there 
is nothing impossible in the Way of expurgations. Yet if at 
times the comic muse indulges in too hearty a laugh, one would 
think it might be forgiven now-a-days, when she so seldom 
laughs at all. ' 

Confirm or cancel the condemnation of the piece as you will, 
judicious Reader; still stands the question firmly on its own 
basis. Is it just or unjust to put any citizen out of the pale of 
the constitution, and into the power of an irresponsible and 
arbitrary tribunal ? The sovereign himself is not trusted with 
any authority at all equal to that which is exercised by one of 
his servants' servant Why should the Drama be the only spe- 
des of literature still marked with the brand of slavery 1 What 
argument supports its vassalage which would not restore the 
censorship to the press, and the base imprimatur ? In the pre^ 
sent state of public morals and manners, it is but an insolent 
and tyrannical stigma. If the author of ** Richelieu " has of-^ 
fended against either, he would doubtless have learned the fact> 
from his only proper tribunal — the public. Freedom alone 
gives to nations the qualities which render them valuable, even 
to tyrants; and is it possible that dramatic literature can flour- 
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ishy chained and languishing at the feet of a private despotism ? 
The question may be answered by calculating how many great 
dramatists have sprung up under its Upas shade. 

Great poets in all ages hwe sympathized with the mass. 
The independence and grandeur of soul, without which genius 
of a high order cannot exist, indispose it to paying homage and 
submission to the powers that be ; what great poet then coiUd 
flourish under this courtly despotism ? 

What then ! exclaims the Reader, with a refrejshing glance 
at his little book of portable logic : Would you remove every 
curb to the license of the stage ? 

No. Bat I would put one on the license of irresponsible au- 
thority. I would give to the dramatic author what is not denied 
even to a felon— a fair trial before judgment. Or if that be too 
great a privilege, however agreeable to natural equity, and in 
all other cases essential to English law, let him have a right of 
appeal to a jury, from the judgment of the secret tribunal at 
which he is condemned; Let it even be conceded, though far 
from acknowledged, that considerations of public decorum or 
morality require that some public officer should be appointed to 
see that neither are outraged, in works which must have received 
the approbation of so many honorable and enlightened men 
before it can even reach his bar ; men who are aware of a pre- 
sent and overwhelming responsibility to a public which, what- 
ever individually, is collectively the most severely moral and 
refined of censors. A right of appeal conferred on the author 
would make this official aware that he too is responsible, and 
remove the withering brand of slavery from a noble art The 
great heart of the Drama would beat freely once again ; let but 
the daylight and the free air penetrate the dungeon in which 
she languishes, and the life-blood will glow again in her pallid 
cheeks, the fire sparkle in her eye, the ancient strength and 
beauty return to her free*bom but now shackled, manacled, fet- 
tered limbs. Why should the exercise of any English author- 
itjT lurk in darkness, and only dart out on its victim from am- 
bush ? If it be good that these serpent-folds should environ 
the Drama, let its bones be crushed, and its flesh mangled in 
aght of the son. 
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If the decisions of the licenser are just, why need he fear an 
appeal from them? What man whose works were worthily 
condemned, would dare to demand justice at such a bar, or 
would not receive ity demanded? If those decisions are not just, 
Jiat jtistitia mat ccdum ! As it is, justice itself is tyranny. 

In conclusion, the Author repeats his hope that the Reader 
will not imagine he adduces the example of " Richelieu in Love" 
to show what great wrecks the English Drama has made on the 
' iron-bound coast which has dashed his pleasure-pinnax^e to 
pieces. The Authpr is not anxious to do battle for the naerits 
of his juvenile attempt. Let it be granted, if any desire it, that 
the application of power in this instance has been judicious tmd 
proper ; still the principles on which that power has been exer- 
cised are in the highest degree unjust and unconstitutional. 

The Author agrees with Mr. Sneer, whom he observes smil- 
ing, that the English stage has lost littl^ in him. But if a man 
should arise capable of restoring its glories, wo unto him ! A 
man of proud, acute, lofty, enthusiastic, fervid genius, must he 
be, and how, how can he give his soul utterance with this night- 
mare weighing upon iti Every thought, every word, must 
be weighed with an eye at the " Examiner.'' The taste in of- 
fice, not the inspirations of genius, must be consulted. Is the 
" Examiner " a Tory ? Brutus must laud tyranny ! — A Whig ? 
Domitian must see a beauty in liberty! — A Bigot ? and in the 
widest extremity of human wo, the wretch may not clasp his 
hands to heaven ! — A Courtier ? and even the gilded lackeys 
of the palace are to be respected ! — A Priest 1 and the worst 
of men, if he chances to wear a black coat, is to be rever- 
enced ! 

Ah, Destiny ! if in thy unhewn marbles exist? the form of some 
re^l dramatic genius, for pity's sake, do not chip him out. Lis- 
ten to the plamtive voice of Michael Angelo's statue : 

Grate m'd il sonno, e piu Pesser di sasso, 
Mentre che il danno e la vergogna dura, 
Non veder, hon sentir m' e gran Ventura, 
Pero non mi destar, deh parU basso. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Louis XIII., King of France. 

Prince Charles. 

Duke of Buckinoham. 

Cardinal Bichelieu. 

Lord Herbert of Cherburt. 

Joseph, a Monk. 

MioNON, a young Page, 

Queen Anni^ d'Autriche. 
Princess Henriette. 
Countess le Dragon. 

' Lordsy Soldiers, Tapstets and other attendants. 



The Scene is at Paris. . 
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ACT THE FIJRST. 
SCENE I. 



A room in the Lys d^Or. Prince Charles and Buckingham at 
a table spread toith fruit and wine. 

Buckingham. — ^Well, of all the inventions to waste man's 
brief little candle of life, travelling is the dullest — excepting 
matrimony. 

Prince Charles. — ^Does matrimony waste time? I thought 
you gallants considered it father as a pastime ? 

Buckingham. — 0, question unlearned! does rust eat iron? 
First, there's the courtship : a good six months' sighing, fretting, 
doubting, hoping, quarrelling, reconciling ; your long reveries, 
your fine conclusions on every smile, look, word ; your sad con- 
templatipns, wherein a man stands musing like a drowsy crane, 
be iaiows not why nor wherefore ! Then^ after all, when the 
celestial piece of clay is wooed and won, what a dreary many 
hours doth the happiest of men (as he is technically called} 
spend repenting him, and rubbing the sprouts of his horns ! 

Prince Chanes.^ trow me thou hast graced stately heads 
with some such seemly additions. Look that thou never marrjr^ 
for the gods are just. « 

. Buddngham. — Crood sooth, I shall not, till 'tis the fashion to 
wear high hoods, or till t have won laurels to wreathe my branch- 
es out of sight But how sounds such counsel from your Grac^^ 
who are on your way to marry a Spanish infanta ? 
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Prince Charles^ — ^I am not married yet. 

Buckingham. — Would I could hear you say so at threescore ! 
What a Ufe could "we lead in England : rich, young, jovial, and 
bachelors ! 

Prince Charles. — And why not in Paris, while we arie here 1 

Buckingham. — By Jove, we will, despite the pestilent terrors 
of my Lord Herbert, with his stiflF reasons of state, and uncon- 
genial moralities! Who will look for the 'King of England's 
heir, and merry George of Bucks, under the sooer mantles of 
two chevaliers errant 1 But your cup is empty, Charles ; fill up, 
my hearty. Merry when we may, sad when we must ! Here's 
to Madam Eastcheap, my fat ci^ conquest ! Poor soul, I left 
h^ weeping like buttered ven'son before a brisk fire, and pro- 
testing she would ne'er tie on her garters but she would think of 
me. 

Pnnce Charles. — ^Madam Eastcheap, then ! — ^But, George, I 
marvel what hath detained his good Lordship of Cherbury ? — ^I 
am curious to see the French court, and this masked ball is a 
propitious chance. He is to get us admittance as simple cheva- 
liers of his train. 

if^ Buckingham. — Simple enough, good troth; but some arc 
wiser than their looks. There are who have fished for gudgeon 
in the Nile, and have caught crocodiles ! Heigho, how dull a 
festal table is, unlighted by the sun of beauty! 



Enter a Tapster. 

Tapster. — Milors, a chevalier ; un Anglois in long manteau, 
come to saluer, to lass your seigneuries. 

Buckingham. — ^I hope he is shaved, then. Show him in. 
Cherbury, 1 suppose ? — old stiff-neck, in truth. My Lord, your 
humblest servant. 

Eriter Lord Herbert of Cherbury, followed by two attendants. 

Lord Herbert. — Sirs^ you may retire. {Exeunt attendants.) 
Your Highness's proudest subject! — ^My Lord of Buckingham, 
I change titles with you. 

Buckingham. — ^I thank you, my Lord ; you wDl gain hy the 
change, for though mine be something older, 'tis none the wcurse 
for wear. 

Lord Herbert.'-^'SoT mine, I trust 

Prince Charles. — ^Tut — gentlemen, what wrangling is this ? 
You forget, Cherbury, we have no names in Paris but those of 
Stuart and Yilliens. . 
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Buckingham. — I would we had none worse in London ! 

Lord Herbert. — ^Amen ! I play but clerk to the prayer, for 
this/ that a good reputation keeping company with a bad, like 
a sound appk packed among rotten, smells something mus^ for 
the neighborhood. For the rest, I care not 

Buckingham. — Nor I: it all comes to the same thing, if 
chronicles he not Merry is as good a word in an epitaph as 
sad, and a better to live oy. . 

Lord Herbert. — ^I quarrel with no man V humor, that crosses 
not mine. My Prince,,here are the gold checques of admittance 
to this royal mask i but again I womd warn your Grace of the 
danger you run, A discovery would ruin all your great father's 
plans ! — ^for I doubt — I doubt ! — ^if the Frepcircourt would Ipse 
such a chance of breaking this dreaded alliance with the Span- 
iard. You run marvellous risk ! 

Buckingham. — Not a whit, not a whit! Tut, would you 
keep us here yawning all night T 

Lord £fer6er^.— rThere ^e pleasures in Paris, my Lord, less 
perilous. 

Buckingham. — ^And know you not, though 'tis reported your 
reading lies in a contrary direction, there was but one fruit for- 
bidden in Paradise? I ani of Eve's sons; I will not deny my 
grandmother, like a span-new Lord who knows het for an oys- 
ter-wench. ' "^ . 

Prince Charles. — I wish to see the French court, Cherbury, 

Buckingham. — ^And I am determined to see this fair Queen 
of France, whose beauty and sparkling wit are themes on which 
admiration wags her tongue incessanUy as a field of grasshop- 
pers. 

Lord Herbert. — Beware, my Lord Duke! — ^these bright lights 
tut lure butterflies to burn their wings. 

Buckingham. — ^My Lord of Cherbury was always moife 
famous for giving than takmg counsel. So I find the hght bril- 
liant, I will but warm me, and fly aw^y. 

Lord Herbert. — You shall do well, albeit with singed legs. 

Prince Charles. — The Queen is then as lovely as report, the 
atrial painter, shapes her 1 

Lord Herbert. — ^None fairer, .sir; a poet that loved, cbuld not 
dream her lovelier; moreover, of a most snowy and imspotted 
fame, even in this mad court of France, though iomething 
blamed for that her sweet majesty doth at times rather remem- 
ber that she is a lovely woman than a great Queen. , ^ 

BtuJcingham. — ^111 see hef , though I die fer it 

Lord Herbertr^Aad yet for all hex goodnesi^ they say tiie 
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King is jefalously inclined. Look to it, Duke! irresolute and 
melancholy as be seems in general, he hath at times a sudden 
and a bloody hand! 

Buckingham. — ^Ob, a husband ? — that is nothing ; have I no 
rival to dread ? 

Lord Herbert.— Whdi deem you, my Lord, of such a rival as 
the pbtent Cardbal himself, the temble Richelieu ? Tig ru- 
mored in the court, that he something affects her Majesty's good 
graces. 

Buckingham. — ^But affects she his 1 0, my Lord Herbert, 
you philosophers understand all almanacs but Love's — roses are 
not blown by old Christmas' frosty breath ! Mind you not the 
rrfrainl 

{Sings.) 

^ For Uossoiny -May mates not 

With leafless January, 
Nor a bnddiog maid should bloom 

On an old man's breast, my Mary V* 

Lord Herbert. — ^I take marvellous comfort, my Lord of Bucks, 
£rom the consideration that, being masked, you will scarce be 
able to select her Majesty as the object of your presumptuous 
imprudence. 

Buckingham. — Oh, I shall discover her by her graces, as ye 
find the hidden violet by its sw;eet smell. 

Unter Tapster vsith wine. 

Prince Charles. — Come, my friends, let us drown bickerings 
in a fiill goblet Ye both love me after your several fashions, 
and I will requite you after mine. Fill up, we will drink to all 
our good success. 

L(yrd Herbert. — I drink heartily to your Highness's success. . 

Buckingham. — ^And I to my own ! — But I will give your 
Grace a toast which even my Lord Herbert's Welch gentility will 
scarce refuse : — ^To the fair Queen of France ! 

hyrd Herbert. — ^Heaven forbid ! Tls now my turn, and I will 
pledge your Highness to the health of a most royal and fair 
damsel, the Princess Henriette Marie ! 

Buckingham. — ^Marry, and save us ! 

Prince Charles. — ^Is the lady so handsome and sprightly as 
fame reports her ? 

Lord Herbert. — She betters her report, whatever it be, sir; 
and moreover is of a right royal and courageous temper. 
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Bucki/^ham. — ^Wcars she petticoats? — ^if not, take care of 
your heart, my Prince. 

Prince Cmrles. — ^Why, faith, an she were to my liking, I 
would not cross the Pyrenees for a wife. You say she is fair 1 

Buckingham. — ^If she be black, it matters not, for we are 
bound not to fall in love till we get to Madrid, where we are to 
be desperately enamored, according to treaty. 

Prince Charles. — ^Truce to thy jests, Buckmgham. My Lords, 
time is getting info his dark comers, and we should be in pre- 
paration. Empty your goblets, and we'll go mask. I will give 
one more toast, and then away. After airs said and done — ^the 
Women of England for ever ! 

Buckingham. — And a night. (Exevfnt.) 



SCENE n. 

A grand hall in the Louvre^ richly illuminated and fesHvdly 
adorned. Courtiers^ sumptiumdy attired and masked, pa^ 
fading; with them, also maskedyare the King, the Queen, 
the Princess Henriette, RiCHELtEU, Le Dragon. Music / a 
ballet. Enter a group of Spanish Villagers who dance, a 
Moresco with castanets, alternately pursuing. The vxmien 
are dancing off, when enter a flight of Cupids with chains 
of flowers, in which they entangle the dancers. Enter ^ 
meeting them, Charles, Buckingham, and Lord Herbert. 

Buckingham.^-l!2STj, sweet loves ! Whither away? 
^ Mignm {disguised as a Cupid.) — ^Why hath Love wings if 
not to fly away when he is tired 1 

Buckingham. — ^Methmks, next^ to his blindness, they are his 
best attribute. But lend me your Wreath, Cupid ! when Love 
is gone, alas, he leaves his chains behind him. 

Queen Anne. — Buf they ire of roses, cavaliers. 

Buckingham, — Sweet mask, feel though^ if they are not 
heavy ! {throws the chain over her.) And now I have caught 
you, by St. George, I will not let you go till you have danced 
a saraband vnth me. 

Queen Anne. — ^You arc an Englishman by your impudence. 

Buckingham. — ^And so escaped bemg an ox, as a French- 
man escapes bemg a mbnkqr. Sweet prisoner, pardon me, and 
dance but one measure in assurance of forgiveness. 
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Queen Anne. — ^That were a measure against my inclina- 
tions, for I will dance three or four with so marvellous a 
novelty. {Gives her handythey pass on.) 

King Louis. — ^Richelieu, which is the Queen ? — Methinks she 
has purposely disguised herself to elude mine eye. 
. Bichelieu. — ^I recognize h^r not, sire. 

King Louis. — Go not far from us, Richelieu^ to-night ; we 
are something sad amidst this revelry ; why need these lying 
&ces wear masks? What is a courtier's else? 

Richelieu. — Something superfluous, indeed, my liege ; what- 
ever man hath beyond the beast, is so. 

King Louis. — What an opportunity were this masque, car- 
dinal, an we were not loved, for some treacherous murderer 
to gUde in, and stab us unpreparedj like our great father, in 
the rank blossom of our sins. 

Richelieu. — Sire! 

King Louis. — ^Truly, cardinal, since we last held a revelry 
in these halls, you have thinned the ranks of our nobles. 
Last month, there were some danced here, Montmorenci of 
^e number — whose heads ar§ now blackening on their castle 
gates. 

Richelieu. — -In sooth, sire, I have lopped the tall poppies. 
But give not way to overweening sadness ; join in the revelry, 
and mock the prying eyes of suspicion with d smile. 

King Louis. — Cardinal, I am heart-sick of smiles! You ever 
make me smile on those whom you have marked for the knife. 
Farewell awhile ; look to the Que^n, she is young and light of 
... of heart. Lords, a hall, a hall ! (Music.) 

Richelieu. — ^He is jealous . . . would he had such cause as I 
would give him ! Who is this ? Le Dragon, by her ill gait. 
Madame! 

Le Pragon.'-^MoTiseigneuTl 

Richelieu. — What subtle disguise hath the Queen assumed 
to-night, that none can recognize her ? 

Le Dragon. — She is there, in the white simar with diamond 
aiguillets. 

Richelieu. — ^What, in conversation with yonder fantastically 
dressed peacock in cramoisy velvet? • 

Le Dragon. — ^And in very close conversation, too. 

Richelieu. — ^Ah, indeed! {dives into the crovA and is seen 
to approach the Queen.) 

Prince Charles and Lord Herbert pass. 

Prince Charles. — ^^is a fadlliant court, indeed^ and belies not 
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its fame. I would we recognized the' persons, though. Look 
yonder, Buckmgham hath mated himself. 

Lord Herbert. — It should then be with a female cuckoo, my lord. 

Prince Charles, — ^You love him not, Cherbury. 

Lord Herbert. — ^Nor any man that loves your Grace's honor 
better than your pleasure. Does your Highness dance to-night? 

Prince Charles. — ^Nay, methinks I will play stiff-ankled age, 
and be of the lookers-on. 

Lord Herbert. — See you none among these fair bevies worthy 
to foot a measure with your Grace 1 

Prince Charles. — ^Ah, and with Apollo's self, yet none I 
care to join. Venus and her waiting Graces would not tempt 
me, for 1 am of a laggard blood; and yet, by'r lady ! look there 
.... what lady is that who rests like a seraph asleep 6n yonder 
couch ? 

Lord Herbert. — ^I know not, though methinks I should re- 
member her form — 'tis beautiful. 

Prince Charles. — ^The word sounds poor as when men say of 
the sun — 'tis bright ! Prithee, Cherbury, tarry awhile ; I must 
take a nearer survey of this marvellous sculpture of nature. 
{Passes over to Princess Henriette. He is seen to salvie and 
enter into conversation with her.) 

Marshalls. — A hall, a hall, Lords ! 
{Music; a stately dance. Queen dances with Buckingham, 

Charles vnih the Princess, Lord Herbert with Mme. Le 

Dragon. The King throws himself in a melancholy manner 

on a couch. The Cardinal stands near him. 

King Louis. — Lords, to the banquet : I am weary of this. 
Where vs the Queen ? 

Le Dragon. — ^It is her Grace's pleasure to unmask at the 
banquet. 

King Louis. — ^Follow me then, my lords ; you know your own 
precedence. 
(Pages with torches. Poors thrown open revealing the grand 

staircase of the Louvre. Exeunt King and Court.) 

Bu^ckin^ham. — Deign, sweet perfection, to glorify my arm 
by acceptmg it as your prop. 

Queen Anne. — ^By no means 5 I must hence and change my 
dress for the banquet There is a personage. Monsieur, who 
w,ould not greatly exult to recognize me in a garb which has 
fluttered all the evening near so gsdlant a cavalier. Follow me 
not. — ^Adieu. {Exit.) 

Buckingham. — By St. George I will not say that word tffl 
to-morrow, and then very heartily. ' {Exit.) 
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SCENE in. 
^nti^haniber. Enter Queen Anne, dnd Bxjt^asoBAU following. 

Queen Anne. — Sir, if you are a hunter, you have mistakeii 
your game. Prithee, leave me, we shall be observed. 

Buckingham. — Observe who will, loveliest ! I am content to 
be caught in the net if Venus be my fellow prisoner. 
. Queen Anne. — ^You come of an impudent family, I cdnjecture, 
cavalier. 
Buckingham. — Originally French, Madaml 
Queen l^hne. — ^Your name, if your mother forgot not to put a 
. han^e on you ; and have you any business in existence, or are 
you nothing— I mean, a gentleman ? 

Buckingham. — My name is Yilliers,! am nothing — ^butwhat 
you please to make me. 

Queen Anne. — ^I thought you were]a gardener, by your flowery 
similes. 

Buckingham. — And so I am, sweet mask, in human flowers ! 
Set a parterre of lovely women before me, ard I will cull 
a nosegay which the Grand Signor might envy. Your fair 
maidens are my lilies, your beautiful fragrant wom^ my roses, 
your bashful tender rogues my violets, and yourseff— oh ! there's 
no flower can be compared to you. 

Queen Anne. — Oh, but there is.' What say you to a nettle- 
bloom in a hedge of briars ? 

Buckingham. — ^Pluck bqldly and they will not sting. Ofi) 
envious mask! 

Queen Anne.- — Away ! What mean you ; to insultme t 
Buckingham. — ^Insult you ! I would fight a duel with my- 
self if I dared. But why this trepidation, dearest lady ? Does 
the expression of my passionate admu-ation excite fear? Ah, 
madam, there is sucn majesty mmgled with your beauty, like 

heiatiin flame, that 

\ Queen Anne. — ^That like a foolish child you woijjd bum your 
fingers ? But this is foUy, andj moreover, I shall be missed. 
What inference would mauce put on our simiiltaneous absence, 
think you ? 

JSttcfctT^f Aam.-^— Then may we not as well eat the peach, as be 
whii^)ed for it uneaten ? . 

Queen Anne. — ^I know not wherefore I slap you not in the 
face, but that it would tingle my hand ! Hist, a step 1 
jBwc&tTigAam.^— I fear nothing* 

Queen Anne. — ^Very possibly : you are a man and may brave 
the world. I am unfortunately a woman, and must study its 
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looks as a slave his master's. You men can polish up your 
reputations like your ru9ty swords ; but women's, once breathed 
on, are dimmed for eVer, like flawed diiuixonds. Pray you, sir, 
leave me, I am closely watched. 

Buckingham, — ^If I left you, I should leave my soul bejiind 
me ; and what were a man without a soul % \ 

Queen Anne,—Vfhj\ first cousin to nine hundred and ninety- 
mne out of every thousand he met. But pray you, Sieur, !is it 
an English custom to talk such wild nonsense to every wopian 
one dances with ? 

Buckingham. — ^No, my lovely mask, not to every womaii — 

Queen ^nne.— Ha ! what then do you take me for ? 

Buckingham. — ^Nay, dear lady, I but excepted the old,! the 
ugly, the cross— all the contraries of your sweet self- 

Queen ;^nn€.r-Perchance, you consider other qualities of; this 
class, too. But do not imagine that because I — ^Hark ! some 
one conies. 

Buckingham. — ^He is then predestined to be hanged in his 
own scai'f. 

Qu^en Anne. — ^I rather fear that fate for yourself, pay brave 
cavalier. 

Buckingham. — Is it held so criminal in a court so famous 
for its mild morality, to worship beauty like that wjiich 
hears me ? 

Queen Anne. — ^The offence is small ; but what if the offended 
be great ? It were a light crime to kill a cat ; but to pull the 
lioir s beard is apother affair. Besides, you say I am beautiful : 
how know you that ? I may be the ugliest old woman living. 

Buckingham. — ^This mellifluous voice which subdues my $oul, 
this sculptured form, this soft hand whiph trembles in mine,: can 
they belong to aught but the loveliest youth T Keep m^ no 
long^ languishing ! let me behold that fairest face, and it sjball 
be my heaven to remember it -for ever. 

Queen Anne. — ^Well, sir, do you know me? , » 

( Unmasks.) 

Buckingham. — Oh, thou breathing rose ! I surrender myiself 
thy slave now, and for ever ! ^ ^ ^ 

Queen Anne. — ^Arisp, arise ! you are too deeply studied m 
romaaces. 80, you know me not, and I resume my mask. 

Buckingham. — ^It is a cloud belfore l^e sun,, and darkens all 
things! 

^leen Anne.. — ^But my blushes being thus excused, I can 
freely tell you my thoughts on — 

Buckingham. — ^Am I indeed so blest as to— 
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Q^eenJlnne. — On your countrymen in gencraL 
Buckingham.^-H^Ln^ my coui^rymen ! 
Qmen Mne. — ^I have no objection — except the married. 
Buckingham. — Why them f I am not married . 
Queen Jhme. — Because they would hang themselved. 
Btcckingham. — ^Your wit equals your beauty, as the fra- 

Cce of the rose its color^ but let not your cruelty be like its 
IS. ^ 

Qtieen Anne. — ^A rose without thorns were easily, gathered, 
and thrown away, top. . - 

Buckingham.'^^xA in spite of these same thorns — 

Queen ^nne. — ^If you desire not to irritate me for ever, leave 
this space between us y Fate has placed another aiid an impas- 
sableoarrier. 

Buckingham. — ^Love laughs at barriers, lady ; he has wings 
to fly over theiri. But what crime were it to snatch but one 
rose from that ever-budding bower, your cheek 1 

Qtieen Anne. — ^*Tis theft but to pluck a berry from another's 
bush. 

Buckingham, — ^But what fear ydu, that your celestial bloem 
wavers on your cheek like flame on snow ? What ruffian could 
approach you with aught but adoration ? 

Queen Anne. — Oh, I do hot expept to be beaten— the days 
of the giants are over, when they used to threat princesses into 
yielding, like com. Now-a-days they lure, not .dr^ig ihem to 
their ruin ; — ^being just such ismooth, complaisant, cozening 
knaves as — ^but you islanders readily take ofi^ce. 

Buckingham. — ^Never s^oke offence with so muacal a 
tozigue! 

Queen Anm. — ^And then, though heretics, yoii are very Je- 
stuts in love. But J am mad to Imger thus. Who knows but 
that some of the huridred eyes of jealousy or envy may have 
watched us? — ^And courtiers seldom take a good motive to an 
equivocal actioiL 

Buckingham. — ^The severest will not blame me for snatching 
a few.mmutes' heaven in your society. 

Queen Anne. — Especially as I suppose it is the oidy one you 
gallant gentlemen ever reach. But saints win their crowns l^ 
all imaginable miseries. St Laurence was broiled into hea- 
ven on a gridiron — and if ever you wish to see me again^ leave 
meiK)w! 

Buckingham. — ^But tell me at least who and what you are, 
that I may not think I have dreamed some unreal visicia of 
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Qiueen ^ne, — ^Let this suffice — ^I am of her Majesty's cham« 
ber. 

Btickingham. — ^Would I were the Queea ! 

Qfieen Jhme. — ^Rather the King, chevalier. 

Buckingham. — But if you are wedded, to whom, to whom 1 

Queen Anne. — ^A jealous gentleman. Our lady ! — ^here are 
steps, begone, begone, if you love me. ' 

Buckingham. — ^I obey; but grant me one little pledge of 
friendship : this rose from your bosoin, made fragrant by rest- 
ing there. 

Queen Anne. — Ah no, do net kneel — ^rise, rLse ! here is the 
rose ! You will' rum me. 

Buckingham. — A pledge of love and constancy ! 

Queen Anne.-^^A pledge of folly and impudence ! — Surely I 
should know that cautious, lordly figure? — {aside.y Ahy the 
good cardinal is seldom off my traces. 

Enter Richelieu, masked. 

RichdieiL — A fair evening to you, masks. 

Buckingham (^aside.) — ^The devil take him ! — Good even, sir, 
— are you better, madam ? 

Qtceen Anne. — ^Much, I thank you, courteous mask. 

Richelieu. — ^I believe I have the honor to know this lady.^ 
Am I mistaken, madam ? 

Qmen Anne. — ^You know best. 

Richelieu. — Do you not recognize me ? 

Queen Anne. — ^The infallible head of the church might be 
excused if he failed to recognize in this glittering mummery, 
the — 

Richelieu. — ^Pardon me, lady, I perceive you recognize me. ^ 

Queen ^nne.— But tixe use of knowledge is to communi* 
cate it ' 

Richelieu. — ^Under that persuaaon, I am come to inform yot^ 
madam, that your absence is observed by your friends, and may 
soon be 90 by your enemies. 

Queen •^nn^.-^But how have I displeased frimds or enemies^ 
by leaving a burning atmosphere for a cool one ? -^ 

Richelieu. — ^Did you leave it alone 1 . 

Queen Anne. — ^Nearly : this gentlemaa was kind enough to 
lend me his arm. 

jRicAe/iet^.-^Indeed ! The gentleman is marvellously dvil, and 
very well made. You keep your mask well on, sir. 

Buckingham, — ^It covers an honest face — ^which all masks do 
not. 
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Richelieu. — ^True, or mask-makers would stanre. I have seen 
but one in my time, and that was in a mirror. 

Qtieen J^nne.— rCan you coanterfeit so well as^to ^leceiTe your- 
self? — ^Why,to believe you, honesty is scarce as meekness in 
churchmen, or faith in politicians. ^ ' 

Bichdieu. — Or constancy in women! — ^But niethinks, lady, 
you waste the arrows of your wit on a brace of solitwy birds, 
lleturn where the flock is assembled, and if you shoot at ran- 
dom, so that your shafts can pierce foUy or vice^ you can never 
miss. ; 

Qt^en Anne. — ^But if all ill quahties be centred in one, and 
he at hand ? 

Richelieu. — ^You are too severe on the gentleman. 

Queen Anne. — Nay, 'twas no gentleman I meant. 

BiLckingham.—Mock me to death, lady ; 'twere not ill to die 
smothered in roses. 

• Richelieu. — ^This is fine, I doubt not, if one could understand 
it. One must look for your meaning with a lamp in daylight 
to find it, I suppose ! 

Buckingham. — Nay, 'tis ver^ superficial. I mean but that 
impertinence is to be met with in a court as elsewhere. 

Richelieu. — I perceive so. Perhaps, madam, you understand 
poetry better than I do ? 

Queen .>inne.— Very likely : I am not grey-haired. 

Richelieu.-^Oy sir, 'tis dangerous to isoar to these great 
heights! — The vulture and the falcon sail midway between 
heaven and earth ; and wo to the ambitious jackdaw that soars 
into their aerie ! What deem you, lady ? 

Qu£en Anne. — That it is time to separate, since we are grow- 
ing qularrekome. TheKing had not entered when you left, sir ? 

Richelieu. — "So^ madam, but the Queen had retired. Her 
Grace is so uninitiated in the manners of the French court, that 
she withdrew at a moment when all eyes were upon her, for 
the signal to unmask. 

Queen Anne. — 'Twere tragical, should some smother !— Per- 
chance the Queen will dispense with the ceremony altogether, 
I heard her say as much : should you deem that a strange ca** 
price? 

Richelieu.— IJoy madam, her Grace is a woman. 

Queen Anne. — ^Priests have not the monopoly pfvall human 
fiulings. Heaven be praised. 

Buckingham. — It is that reflection which hath kq^t me a 
bt^elor ; and yet if you wait till you see a perfect woman, 
you will die single. 
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Queen Anne. — May I ask, sir, if you baye lately beeo in con* 
tact with the venerable Cardinal Richelieu, whpse cau/stic ma- 
lignancy, like alum, embitters all it touches ? 

Richelieu. — When,! came to this gorgeous festival, I left the 
Cardinal at home, madam. 

Queen Anne. — ^You did well: yet they say he is as seldom: 
found there as at mass. But tell me, is it true that the Cardi- 
nal is growipg.deaf 1 

Richelieu. — A man need be deaf fuid Uind, ^oo, madam, in . 
the French court : but I never heard the Cardinal was either. 
People act though as if he were both. ; * ! « 

Qiieen Anne.^ {Aside) I must rid mjiself of one of them. 
(Music behind scenes.) Hark ! surely her.m^esty has returped.l , 
I would I knew, for if she is indisposed, I must to her bedrchaoi- 
ber. Monsieur with the golden feather, may I beg you to. go. 
and learn? 

Buckingham. — I am proud to obejr you, noble lady., Wilier 
you deign to await jne here, or whither shall I bring my intellT- 
geneel 

Queen Anne. — Here, sir, here. {ExU Buckingham.) 

Bichelimrr-M^dsLtn, madam, madam ! will your imprudence 
perpetually give une^^siness to your friends and rejoicbg to your% 
enemies T Beware,; lad/! you^are dancing on the brmk of u) 
preci{ttce. 

Qu£en .^Tine.— *But are not you ipy friend, dear Cardinal ? r 
aid is not your exalted virtue a sufficient security for that of 
ypur friends 1 - - 

J6fcieZia¥.-^Why, it is true, I have always loved your ma- , 
jesty • . ..with fatherly tenderqesi^ . . . for who can see and - 
not love suoh beauty, and wit, united with . . . such goodness % . 

Qiiee7>\^9^<r-Q4i| your eminence shall sit in the conclave 
when I am to be canonized ; but my confessor shall not 

BifhelieUff — B^ut, madam, however pure the soul, the conduct 
should be cautious. Something is due to the public. 

Queen Anne. — ^But,' Cardinal, how have I ofi*ended the - 
public? , . . ■ ■ ■ I 

.RicAe/tdtt^-rrBesides, you i^ust have observed of late a cert«m 
great personage has become uneasy concerning your extreme ^ 
Tivaci^ of disposition. You are gradually meltmg the frost- 
work (tf etiquette, whiibh shielijs the throne from the prying gaam ^ 
of Hy^ vulgar ! And y^ shear sbvereigntjr of i^ glittering 
cenimmjf and what rjequuns but noor huroan^y ? 

Queen Ame. — Cardinal, w&y oo you not accuse me of diese 
3 



crimes to the council ? Tell them the Qaeen o{ France lor^ 
music, sunshine, and Kappy faces ; thsit she dapce^ hi slippeM ; 
and> among other treasons, fail not to mention how sh^ lorea 
and venerates the tyrant Cardinal J 

Rii^lkui — Ab, madam, you know but too well how to 
enslave ! But, forgiye me if I am impertinent : what do joa 
itk%6ni to do with this bold cavalier ? 

Queen ^ne.T-l forgive ijftm. 

Richelieu. — ^You kqow the character of his heiadstroi:^, rash, 
uncalcuiating natidn ; let me warn your majesty—- 

Q^een Arme. — Of what, of what, Cardinal ? 
• Richelieu, — Of the quicksands on which yon will run if yon 
row your barque so heedlessly ! It asks a tore eye and a light 
. oar to skim over the smooth shining shallows of a court ; for 
where the waves seem calmest, theire luilc the deadliest quick* 
sands; 

Queen Anne. — But if virtue, if pure, imdeviatmg honor bcK 
my helflOKtaien T 
\R,ich€Keu.-^Thto^ them overboard, and take prudence m^ 
stead. It is your innoceiice of which I complain : it makes yoa^ 
too bold. 

Queen Jbme. — ^I vrill do my best to leav^ you no cause 
of oomplaiRt.-^! could almostVissyou for your |;oodieieflB, dear 
Ciirdbal ; but then you would be reied, and calf me childish. 

Richelieu. — Sovereign lovel'mess! — but you have not sorc^ 
revealed your name and raric to this foreigner ? 

Qtteen ^ne. — ^Think you I desire to becoine the toast of 
a tavern on the Thames ! I but told him I was of the Queen's 
chamber. CHi ! it were passing laughter if I haid but fhoiij^t to 
tc^ him that I Iras' the Countess le Dragdn — die poor, dear ol4 
mummy f 

JR»c^tet£.<— Prudently done, madam ; but he' will be back bk 
an instant, and discover you. 

Queen ^ne.- — ^I intend to vanish in the pieantine, and I 
depute ydur eminence to inform the court I have retired india^ 
poSed. Let the Ktn^ comprehend I am weary. 

Richelieu. — Certainly, madam, and you ? — 

Qkeen Jfrmt. — ^Will, hence on the word. Dear Carfinri^ 
goodnight! 

Rkhdieu. — Good n%ht to your majesty, — my swe«^ Beget 

E$s her Aond— e2i/ Queen:) She is gone, and sorely Hkt 
with her I — Tis a most exxpamie and rare perfeMiolirl^ 
all, what is tiiis envied power, these rid^, these kdtevs t 
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Itat, dust, duBtl The onlj frutte on tbe tree <£*^life vrtkth 
gittieriiig are those of love and beauty. .. ir: 

BuckinghanL — ^Madam, the Queen is — ^ha ! the bird isdfiowli';! 
Is this a trick to amuse herself at my expense ? She isr g^e, 
certainly ; and^tbe mysterious old croaker! O^ my sweety «#eet 
rose — would thou wert thy giver ! 

Enter PIeunce €^uxli& 

Prince Charles.^ — Ah, this indeed is rapture l^-^^Sk U^ 
BuckinghmrL^r^Qood even^ sir. ^ 

Prince Charles. — Buckingham ? . Uc 

BtuJqingham. — Vour grace % ( They wmnask.) v 

Prince Charles. — How art thou, man I 
Bfickingham.'-^MsLd — mad. 
Prince Chariest — Then let us Aake hands : I, am nmd> tae^ 

I have fallen in love with a shadow. 

BuMnghanu^^Then the sooper you pick yourself 19 the 

better. 

« Prince Charles.— Y^ fi>r all that^I am a lucky» hicky dogT 
Buckingham. — ^Your mother would be proud to hear ycu 

Prince CharUti — Give me not wit, BuckinghaiPi but fl|yin|M^ 
tl^. Ob! sheia the loveliest of all created thing»*-^eogood^m 
modest, so beautiful !— 

jBtic^gi4iiii."^What the devili you have not falkii ia leve 
with ny mistress, Charles i 

~ Prince Charles. — ^Thy mistre»! — She is too fair^ too gQod» 
f<^an angel. ' 

Buekingham,r^Then I suppose die is iust good eboiq;b and 
fair enough for your highness. But who is this wonderful: 
wonder 1 

Prince Charles.— The most lovelf, the most bewijbcUfl^ 
wdaum Azi-^ 

Buckinghdm.'-^f of course ; but I mean is she a fimnkiu^ 
Via my svlph, od a rainbow ; or hath she a name imdt a 
dwelling place 1 

Prince Ckarles,>—1 know only that she is of the Qite<^% 
retinue ; but, dear Buckingham, such angelte beauty andr 
ffrtBe—^ f . - I 

BuckinghanL^^m^t pawbly c»st together* . .,; 

Prince Chariu^^ Wgive your aeei)liciitt--^i^. JutM 10^ 
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Buckingham>^BeaieBf I am ferociously in Idve on tkj owtt 
account. I would I bad some witch-rod to direct me wharfs 
But, my lord, ypti forget ; y«»ii must not think any woman fair 
till you see the Infanta. There'^ your father's seal to it 

Prince Charles. — Confound the Infanta! . 

BuckinghmrL — ^You will have more cause to say so when she 
11 your wife. ^ 

Prince Charles, — ^Which she shall never be ! 

Buckingham.^— BisYO ! and what will become of your father's 
ten years' laborious treaty ? 

Prince Charles.-^'Sdy.; Buckingham, did I not say I was mad ? 
Have patience with me^ mme ancient friend, and give me yom* 
advice. 

Buckingham, — As a counsellor, or as a lover t 

Prince Charles. — As both. 

J^ucldngham^. — As a counsellor — to hotse instantly, and 
away to Madrid ! — ^As a lover^ stay a w^ek or so and see the 
curiosities of Paris. 

Prince Charles. — But what chance of catching our beauties 
again in so vast a sea ? ; 

Buckingham. — ^Fish with a golden hook ; wcnnen always 
Mteatthat. .< , 

Prince Charles: — She ! — -Surely you noted her notl^ — ^'Twae. 
fldne with the diamonds braided in her beautiful ^ir!-^Hew 
tovdly women look in that fashion ! What head-dress :like yoit 
best on your mistress, Buckingham ? - [ 

Buckingham. — Her nightcap. But does ^our Highnesi feel 
sufficiently enamored to sacrifice the ^lendid alliance which 
ocfurts you, , to the chance ismile of an inconstant Fcenfdi* 
woman ? ^ .; ; ; l 

Prince CAar/e^.— ^Chance, Buckingham !*^-0h. If thte; be 
truth in woman — • .^:\ 

Buckingham., — ^Truth in woman! — ha, ha, ha! truth ia^ 
tlinoman — stability in water. ; ^ 

Prince Charles.— 1 tell thee, Buckingham !— but you jud^tr 
all women — 

Buckingham. — ^By the samples I haveaeen, as ye judge 41 
bushel of corn by a handful. But be not angered. I eelieftt* 
jour damsel to be the most virtuous of— -of court damei^^Wbasa 
virtues are proverbial. 

¥ Prince Charles. — Qeorge, George, wilt thoune'n ppa Bumlh 
but a viper flies out t , ^ . : ^ 

^ Buckingham.— VfeUf hi% I am ofteD witty. agwisltte 
ipram; but wit is an unbroken colt, that runa away 
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iiSer, and'UiTOWS bim oft in a ditdi or a qmckset hedge. I 
"IiaYe known the world too well to speak well of it. T have been 
behind the scenes, and know of what the gilded trumperr is 
made where\ndi they dazzle the gaping multitude in the wdiid's 
great theatre. But hush, here are steps. 

Enter King Louis, RichelieU) and Hut. Ls Dsaaon. ' -. 

" King Louis. — ^A head-ache T — ^Methinks 'twai^ very sudden. 

. Le Dragon. — ^Her Grace is rather subject to head-ache^ may 
it please yon, mre. 

King Louis. — It does not please me,, madam : it gpeves'me; 
'■' Le Dragon. — ^If grieves all France, sire. 

King Lovis. — It grieves not a jsingle soul in France, madame 
And she is gone to rest^ with. this head-dche % 

he Dragfm. — ^To attempt to rest, please you, with little midcess, 
I fear. 

King £ou&.— Ha! yon fear? "Wffl your fear mar'^bur 
fnpper 1 

ie Dragon. — ^Ifyour majesty is displeased with me. ' 

King. Louis. — Which I am not. . 
^ Le Dragon. — ^I beg your Majesty's pardon. . 
' ^ King Louis.^—l have none td give, madam. I asked you con- 
cerni;ig my wife's health, and you beg my pardon. And she 
lUcgs not to be disturbed ? 

Le Dragon. — If such be your pleasure, sire. 
' King Louis. — My pleasure had hothing to do in the matter. 
Tell her I wish her a good night ; 'and good night to yburself. 
' Le Dragon. — ^I humbly thank your Majesty. 

(ExUIjb, Dragon.^ 
' Buckingham {aside.) — Oh ! the old interrupter ! And insuch 
company. Monseigneur ? 

Richelieu. — ^Your pleasure with us, sir ? 

King Louis. — ^Ricnelieu, do we know these gentlemen ? 

Ridielieu, — ^It is not my good fortune, sire. 

Buckingham. — M^ Lord Cardinal, 1 believe I am not quite 
unknown to your eminence. 

Richdieu, — True, sir, true.' I had the honor of convcrsmg 
with you and Madame Le Dragon. 

Buckingham.— Lq Dragon ? I thank you. 

Richelieu. — -You have no cause. 

King Louis. — ^You are of England, cavaliers ? 

Prince Charles. — Sire, yes. 

King Xottw.-^Umph ! we are glad of it. Wc mean . . . 
Cardinal, what do we mean ? 
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^ liic&<Uet^T-4}ent^^ wishes you all a nod 

jlllgjkt I lie woidd be alone. {Exeunt t^aiNcs ckAKLBs, Boos* 

jlNM^IflL, and C^UETIKBS.) 

^ i8i%g: £<H^^— -It was rather suddeo. Cardinal ;, y&j sudden* 
Xlei^ you 'tis true — even posahle ? 

Rtcnelietu — ^Possible, my liege ? What posnUe ? 
Kifig lJ(mi»^^Thfte is more in &is dian ttieeti ^ eye. 
fer J bay^ found Task mud and sUme beneath the bright bub- 
waien. £h! do you think it possible t 
'^ i2teu.— Everything is possible which is not impossiUih 




touts. — ^Then it is possdMe t may be deceived m ber. 

ir. 

iieu. — In whom, sire t 
Ung Xam5.-^What dost thou think ? 
)t(^/tett.— Sh6 is young; beautiful, likes amusements-— 
^, iK^ Queen of France^ Ricbe)iei»--- 

' JfttcAfZteu.-— is a girl of eighteen, sire ; and^outh is ^ tnik 
which mends every day. The fairest flowers air themselves in 
the sunbeisiins, yet lose neither color nor fragrance^ 

King Louis. — Nay, but • • . come nearer, Cardinal « , • I 
am nqt naturally jealous— slow, indeed, to suspect : but dsea 
j^igiu she I6v€^ me ? - 

lltc^ieu.— Loves you, sire 1 Ay, so as woman never loveA 
before. 

Xm^ Xo«i9.— Your words are balm to my hurt soul, Bidie- 
1i€m. ^ Happy the sovereign who has such a counsellor ! 

Richdieu. — ^Happy the counsellor who has such a king ! But 
what does your Grace suspect ? — A lover? 
S JTwig jt<)ttis,--A lova: ! Ha! who dare love my wife the 
Queen ? 

Richelieu. — ^The King. ' 

Kif^ Lords. — Ay, too well ;, but he loves his honor better. I 
know ye all, too . . ..I sail among quicksands; but you are 
my pilot and I will not fear. Come with me to my chamber, 
I 'l^oulid speak more to you. Marked you those strangers ? 
^ V , lExeuni.) 
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fht^ium^s a^M-^Mniber. tinier ttAi^JiiB ti: IMuidOK (i^ 

Jlft(jpiofi.<^Madame ! beso goodastostop^madaine! tiMitiff 
#U tkngrgoes an ice.. 

Le Drag(m.—yff%\\^ boy! well, bayl iwil^ boy !. 

i^fgnoik-^If Bifidame pleases to fdus)^ ti^e preiei^ 1 1^ dlif* 
tribute it •faoi^ the ladies of . my^ acquaiottnce. ^ . ( 

. l£ jprqgem.-^ynkjf ydu little booby, did you not btgiit Widi 
tbatwwlf Who was the giver? and what 18 it 1 

Mignm.'--4ikfmixik a hiuldaome yodaig g[entkmaii; bttbln 
must be a fool. 

/^ l>rc^pari.--rFlolv«r8l-'Hioe8 the man tske me for a blMer- 
fly? Let me see, when did I last receive a nostgay? IDk 
Queen jeered me yesterday oft whtit she calls the pr uddMe of 
itqr adfrnrcffs* She would scarcely believe this. 

Jlfi^afi.—- Nor ai^.one ^Ise tliat Icnows msldame. 

Le Dtc^on^ — B^jt do ]rou wish to do me a service 1 

Mignor^.—O yes, amazingly— (if a rope Wereof aiqr.) > 

Le Dragon. — Then bring t^ ba&ket after me into ^ pres- 
ence, pretending that I have Qot seen iti abd mind to let the 
Queen hear the donor described ; and I'll rewar'd thee, child. 

Migntm. — Will you give me the falcon yoii have promiseditte 
these six months^? 

Le Dragon. — ^I may, or — ^I may not (iQctf.) 

Mignon.-^! know which ; but I will do her bid^g if but to 
see how the sweet Queen will extract merriment from the old 
woman's folly^ Some on^ means to make a fool of her, and it 
^ere a sin not tp help him* • {EMt^ 



so xicbblhu in loyb; os. 
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SCENE n. 

J%e (Queen's apartment. Princess Henristtk Jdone. 

Princess HenruttMy^^^^odi :i^;hsid littTit met ! Yet where* 
fore not I For love to blossom so Ibwly down that the liglit 
cannot reach to ripen it to fruit, is surely waste ; but a generoot 
profusion in nature, wbicjb will oft scatter violets in unknown 
clefts of rocks. I -am too high for happiness-^would I had 
been too low for misery! Were I now some rustic vassal's 
daughter, this hand and this heart might go, as nature meant 
them, together. Loving apd loved^iife were but a merry dance 




£»^er Queen Anne. ^ ^ 

Queen Anne. — ^Musing, sweet jsijsterl Wilt titkt tf geld 
crown for thy tJkMigtrtst'' ' ' .»- ^.iv. 

- Princess Henriettej^Yi^jy you shall -have '^heoT al ^iheir 
worth — nothing, i ^was thinking of the ball 'IM liigbt. '-* ' " • 
i! Qmen ^ne^—'Ahd moralizing on it like a Ha|;tii^ot prekch- 
er 1 Ah ! and what hopes of turhine to the tru6f aithlli^ymu&g 
iSnglish heretk^ "^o tr^ped it so lightly with yddl ^' ''- ' 

Princess Henriette.—^Hopes — none. 
• 'Queen •^nn^.-^Why that blui^ ?-— wghing? Do folks ieel 
<«ad and willowy in lovej sister. " 
' ' Frmcess Hmriette. — Sad ? i am as gay as a biftl* 

Queen Anne,^^Aye, if the bird be a love-lorn niglffingale. 
Tell me, dost feel as if a cottage and honeysuckles were J)rcfera* 
lie to a palace 1 In short,, is efery rational idea turnect vpside 
downi in thy head ? 
" ^Princess Henriette, — What then ? 

Queen Jtnne.-^VJhj then you are in love. ' 

Princess Hmrietle. — How know you the symptoms so Weill 
fiut,in my turn, where did you vanish to so suddenly last night? 

Queen Jnne. — ^I thought — I — the truth is, Hennettc— 

Princess Henriette. — Mind, — ^The truth ! 

Queen Anne. — Wherever, the Cardinal Richelieu was with 
me, malicious ! ' 

" Princess Henriette. — ^The Cardinal hath of late devoted hiuH 
aetf as your shadow. Have you marked tfiat ? 
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Quern Jhme^^l were no woman if I did not He reallj 
burned my hand kissing it, last leyee. But when we are alone, 
I never let him talk of any tlung but steeples, and synods, and 
■tiie blessed candles of Loretto. I witnild, tbough, I could ex- 
tract some explicit mieaning from him— something to seize faim 
lyjr-^not those dippeiy nothings of bis by which you' shall as 
-aecurely tell hk ckrift as children the time o* day l^ blowing a 
field-clock to shreds and downs. 

: 'prnu^ jtfenrietfe.— Well, well, sweet sister, I do but warn 
you be virtumB, for the Cardidal is — 

Queen jfnns^--X31d ? 
; Pfineess HermeUe^^Hmlil J hen the cat-like step of the 
King's ^py, Madame Le Dragon, whose presence is a frost oft 
all mirth. . ^ 

Q^een ^nt. — ^WouM dlie were— I care not, though it were 
in Heaven. lEnitr Le Dragon.) .Good morrow to you^ m^ 
dahie. Vou look gay this* morning." I cbn^tulate yoti bni'the 
unknown cause. ^ ■ ' ' '" 

Le Dragon.— Your Majesty is too goofl,' I hive no^artibular 
cause^'. That is, hi, hi, hi ! I have no reason on earth. T 
•' QjUJten Jhmf. — Own yoti th^.1 Nay, there is joy shining 
through all your attempts to, be dull— usually so succe^il. 'LS 
ns share your mirth. Is your hiisband dead ? Ay, ay, we all 
kpow a young wife is. a dangerous companion for a gouty sexa- 

g»iarian. But no, you are not in weeds ; and I am persuaded 
e moment you are fairjy at sea again, you will hoist the Uack 
flag. The cieath's head you' have on your shouldiers. 

Le Dragon,— Your Majesty is too partial to me. Yoii are 
'pleased alwajrs to sharpen your wit on me. 

(^een Anne. — And a very good grinding stone you are, though 
a little roughened by long use. Believe me, I would rather lose 
iny tuEindkerc^ief than your invaluable services : your place in 
my court could scarcely be supplied. I know not any lady of 
honorable extract who would undertake the duties, though hi^ 
Maj€»sty idiould double the emoluments — ^thejr are so peculiar, 
and in spite of all my efforts, I fear, so harassing. 

Le Dragon. — ^Hi, hi, hi ! your Majesty's vem of humor is 
particularly rich. 

Queen Anne.-^Mj curiosity is excited to the highest degree 
1o learn what can have induced Madame Le Dragon to express 
herself agreeably ? Could we be assured of so brilliant a 
compliment every time we saw you, Ve were gomg to say, we 
diould be glad to se$ you again. 
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PrifUiss UmfidU. — VLy mter I Ah, madmns winr you 
•BMed with yeiterday*8.ma0qiie1 

ZieI>i^ofw---Ob»extra?aMiMjjr. ^ 

Qiieefi jfnfiew-*-A]r» 'tis tbe wiUfirt of the Uood 9t wdx. 
Hie icoMs are ripe then. The four greeoMflB t£ josth m- 
lowed ydlow. And y^ the firuit liweie M the tree, oMf 
.wrinkled, end iMuii^, to the abame.of itm kw hobbKeg gvh 
dener, Death. 

: PHntea HemriHti^^Mddwme Le Dragon, where hiefe joa 
gaAered ao much of that bitter herb, ealled patieaeeT 

Le Dragon. — ^I have spent my life at cooit imaging it 

Quern jf iifie.-*-Theii, he geMrbmg and i^etrihiite k Mpng 
jpecv aeqaaifttaaee. 1 asoi iure they need it 

Eaier MfmoH; 

Le Dragon. — ^I am hdy of the bedchamber to your Giraoe, 
and cannot q>are any. 
. Mignon.'^You know, madame-Ht to whafr— 

LeViragon. — ^Now, simpleton ! 
. Jlfi^;nofi.---Oh, no, t forgot ;«— you know nothiog aboat i^ 
nothing at alL 

LeVragon,—Vf^ what is it 1 

Mignon. — ^A present of flowers. 

Queen .Anne (ande.)— I am lost! The mad-cq> has ifia- 
covered me. Tfaie hag will have me at her mercy in a w^^vpetrfr 

Mignon. — ^To whom, madame, you will haidly behevef bi^ 
His as true as that a face is spoilt with wrinkles. 

Queen Anne. — I suppose some fixJish hairbrain has been 
presumptuous or silly enough — 

Jlft^gnom-^The latter, {^ase you. 

Le Dragon, — Why so, pertness ? Cannot a handsome young 
man who sees one at a ball .... 

Q^een .^/in^.— Madame» excuse me ; but if vou mean this for 
satire, I take it for impertinence. The folly of the youth— ^ 

Le Dragon. — Folly ! how folly ? I beg your royal pardon 
if I interrupted, but what is there unusual in the thing 1 A oom- 
fnon-place civility. What deems your Highness 1 
. Princess UenrieUe.^A^ madame ; — if they are sent to me, — 
^ Xe Dragon. — Oh, they are. not sent to your Highness, I be- 
lieve. 

Princess Henrietie. — ^But if they were, I should be exceed- 
ingly— 

Queen Anne. — ^Pleased. And so would any woman with any 
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token of admiration, were it b«t a cinder from a dustman. Bat 
Jliethinlffl this is the first present of the kind which, since' yon 
hare been about our persoDy has been suffered to reach q8» 

Le Dragon. — Why, your Majesty will observe I eeoerallf 
throw them awaqr^ as sii^le tri^ one has no time to aeq»xie. 
. Quern jlnne.-^Why, MigQon, who has sent these sweet 
^fowersl 

• JlfigwoiM— A haifsome young FingBflhman with a roae in hia 
beast 

Q^em Anne. — ^A rose ! ? icujmtt^ ' * 

Ia DnupMk-— And what cSd ne say \ 

ilS«non.--<)h, he said, << Utile devil, if thou wiU deUv^r to 
Imnc^ of UoHSoms fo Madame Le Pragon, my lovely lady, I 
win give thee a eold plaything/' 

Ia Pttiffn^ — ^Vdl^ child, ud what didst thou answer ? 

XRgium. — ^I laughed. Oh, I said, if he was fond of jeeting, 
I was not of a box of the ear, for that you were not lovdy at 
iD, but tenib^ ugly* And then he widked and locdud so 
Imowii^. 

Qutm Jinne. — ^Ay ? 

MignorL-^Axki adced me if your husband were not very jear 
Jous, And I said, ^' Like enough, for folks w^e mostly so where 
tfiey had least cause/' - 

Le Dragan.'-rWerj wdL Throw them all into the river. 

Queen Jinne. — ^Nay, if you despise them so much, perchance 
jou win confer them on us. 

Le Dragon. — ^My life, my property, my very soul, are at y o w 
Grace's service. 

Queen Anne. — I only want the flowers. {The Page kneels 
and presents them. The Queen shakes them, and a letter draw 
4^ut) As I thought! 'Tis a forward gentleman, in sootn, 
"Whose blossoms of liking need but little sun to burst the bud. 

Le Dragon. — ^What, a love-letter ! What, does the felbw 
think already to-^-I shall take this instantly, sealed as it is, to 
Monsieur Le Dragon : so convincing a proof of mv virtue — 

QueeTi An'ne. — WiU not render it a wmk less doubtful 
Would you add the horrors of jealousy to the pangs of the gout 1 
You know I am your confidante. (Opens letter!) 

Princess Henriette. — ^What does ne say ? 

Queen Anne. — What an age we live in ! First of all, a flour- 
ish about darts, — fire^ — ^purity, — passion, — death,-^on8tancy, — 
fmd aU that nonsense ; uen a little sober pressing. 0, Countess, 
Countess, the world is nigh its end — an assignation \ 



' '-Le Dragon. — ^rmpudentrdscal! Does he namtf the placet 
^ Q^een ^ne.'-'^The gardens of the pklace, at the Xtolphm 
Fountain. Good troth, this is fast travelling. Do y<hi go, mz^ 

Le Dragon.— I m\^ have a grain of irisdom left. 
■ Queen Anne.-^uhy you are the godd^as herself. But thieii ygu 
l^^ve. her shield, the face of Medusa. Gro, go, I^ Dragon* 
*" Le Dragtm.—^'WodlA I cbiild be revenged on the ugly wretch t 

Queen ^nne. — Comply with his request then. . '» 

Le DragoT^rrA ! » • . i 

Queen 5nne.-— Twere the Bitterest revenge. But^.^herly, 
this companion's impudence craves cfaastisei&ent. It sets my 
%heek on fire, but to think what he must think otyaUy Le'Dra* 
^otK. And but. perchance for a few^' n^oments of indbcreet 
gaiety— ^ , . ■ 

Le JSrogon.^— Gaiety'! I never wa* duller in my Itfe than last 
ingfat. 

' <2it^en,.>9mie.T-'Indeed ! , Come, come, we will be properly re- 
'vei^^. Write a 'Will o* th* Wisp consent, and we'll lure him 
into spending the night listening to th^ bubble of a/ountain, 
alone as death. . . 

' Princess Utrirtette. — ^What, ^ccept the appointment ? 

Queen ^nne.—ky ! but never keep it, JNay, you shall say 
•* yes," or I shall think you mean. it. . 
' Le Dragon.— VfeWy if it amuses your Majesty— 
/ Queen Arme. — ^Into my cabinet, and write a reply Ihen. Hen* 
riette and I will abet. {Exit !;& Dragon.) Henriette, wai 
there ever any impudence like this Englishman's ? 

Princess Henriette. — ^Not recorded, I think. 

Queen Anne. — From a few fast words, prompted by his 0W|i 
rattling vivacity, to form such auguries. 

Princess Henriette. — I trust your Grace does hot impute any 
lightness to — 

Queen Anne. — Oh, you'deem this epistle from your cavalier t 
' Princess Henriette.— \ know not what to think. He seemed 
■0 respectful, so— ;- 

Queen Anne. — So everything that he ought to have been t 
But be it as it may, one of us will be properly revenged. , Lb 
Dragon will keep the appointment. 

Princess Henriette. — Impossible. 

Queen Anne.^^ As flies in summer. 

Princess Henriette, — A woman of her stem propriety — 

Queen Anne. — ^Tut, virtue is never so loud Uiat it is not hdl- 
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low. What would jou give to detect this &lse woman, and po 
be rid of her tyranny 1 

Princess Ifenm^fa.— But how 1 but how? < 

, Queen Aimc-^-There is an arbor of matted vine and honqr* 
■uckle close on the fountain ; we >ill hide in it and watch. 

Princess Henriette. — Without protection, at night 1 
. Queen Mnne. — ^Tush, I will wear a page's garb for the nonce. 
I have one which I wore as Ganymede, in a masque at mf - 
father's court. 

Princess Henriette.— But have you the courage 1 

Queen Anne*— To hide mysdf ? Oh, nothing frightens me 
but a grasshopper, or a sudden mouse. Tut, Vll prove a& brave. 
at the fiercest moustacios among them,^ so that I see nothing to 
frighten me. But all this supposes that Le Dragon goes. I'U,' 
have her watched and send you word. - . \ -, 

Princess Henrietta — But we shall surely choice with laughter ^ 
to aee the meeting. ' 

Queen Anne. — Better than with spleen ; but we'll ur or she . 
wiU suapect^'a conspiracy. (Exeunl.) 



SCENE HL 

Chamber in the Louvre. Richelieu and Frur Joseph. 

•i 

Jo5!PpA.rr-The anti-chamber b thronqred, my Lord. 

Hichelieu. — They will keep each other warm. 

^Joseph. — By'r Lady, some of them look chafed enough. 

Ridhelieu. — ^Ttey are courtiers; let them eat air. 

Joseph.-r-'Bat^ your eounence, some of our greatest noble 

Richelieu, — Are sons of their fathers' footmen, ; — waiting^ is 

natural Xq them. What do they want t — Am I the sun ? — ^Can 

they not live and breathe without my smile? These nobles 

whom i have crii3lied beneath my sandals, like bruised lavender, .. 

offer sweater incense ^ the more they are trampled on. TelJ 

them, the King i^ late to-day {EaU Joseph) or they sat too 

early. 

Enief'Ktm hcma. 

King Louis. — Cardinal, you muse ; let me not interruptr 
Richelieu.— Yota Grace may i^remy mcdUationa with'pio- 
fit I was reflecting on the Emperor's protocol— 
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< JQm^ Zmm.*— ReOect then in silenoe^ I am not well to-dajr^ 
Richelieu. 'My mind is disquiet ;-^I cannot tbiok« 

Richelieu. — Remember, sire, on that mind dependis the wd- 
fate of twenty millions of men. Your Grace h^te not slept w^, 
doubtlen ^-^have you consulted your phy«cian ? 

£t7i^ JLata^.—^His drugs cannot relieve the soul, unless hj 
freeing it from the carcass. O, Ridielieu, my fricind ! — ^may I 
call thee? ^ . 

Richelieu, — Sire! 

King Louis. — Would I were a woman, that I might weep like 
oat ! There is but one heart which I prize under the heavens, 
asd that — is not mbe. 

Richelieu. — ^The Queen, sire, is too young, too innocent, to 
Tttum your passion as it dj^rves; but she dearly e^eems yov, 
and these buds of liking will expand into the full, rich bloom of 
wooumly love anom 

N Kirig Louis. — Le Dragon tells me 'tis she who danced so con- 
stantly last nigfat with tut stranger you saw. 

Riihdieii.^-'Yoya Grace mistakes the vivacity of joiodi fixr 
levity. She needs some sober counsellor to warn her of a few 
light indiscretions which only innocence would dare commit My 

freat office gives me some influence over her ;— if it please you, 
will myself undertake the task. 

King ioww.-T-Whei^ will you see her then ? — ^this evening ? 

RicAdieu. — When her Grace shall grant me the honor; but 
her evemngs are usually spent listening to the lutes and love- 
warblings of her youthml court 

King Zrcmi;.— She shall see you. I will send word that I am 
coming, and would find her alone ; — ^vou d>all go in my stead. 

Rimdieu.—! obey your will in-all things, sire. WiUitjdiease 
you now to etv^ audience ? 

King Louts. — And yet, Richelieu^ be not harsh. Perdiance 
it is but gaiety of temper, as (hou say est She is too fra^le to 
bear a tough tirind : — ^temper it ; — thou knowe9t (£^-) 

Richelieu, — Fear not, n^y liege. {Pauses.) Joseph! pee* 
pare my violet robes for the evening, my diamond cross chaiii 
presented by the Holy Father. Select my sweetest essences ; — 
look that my toilet be prepared with more than usual care^ — ^Tdl 
me, do I look pale 1 

Josephs — A touch of rougis would improve your enunence^s 
complexion, and if it please you, we can nave a little very natu- 
ral, — be, he, be I 

JUdMieti.— Wlwt makes tbae many, Josqih 1 
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Jaseph^-^The Hu^enot rebels^ who were seized yesterday^— 
vnQ your eminence sign the warrant for their execution ? 
HtcAc/iew^-r-Truly, I had forgotten. Give me the paper.— 

i Signs.) And, Joseph ! let me have my skirt of gold lace which 
be Queen wrought fqr me. There !— And ^ Joseph, let me have 
their head^ on the city gates at sunset 



ACT THE XHIRO. 

SCENE I. 

QuteiCi apartmerU. Queen and a GsNTLEXAN-of^Wiinifo. 

Queen Jhme. — ^The King will sup with me to-night — alone f 
— i-Tis well ; — ^tell his Majesty, I wait his pleasure. {Exii Gen- 
tleman.) To-night, apd why ? — because it is necessaiy to frus- 
trate my designs. Alas ! do I need to learn that a royal mouth 
can swallow meats, fruits, wines ? But '^ ever thus with For- 
tune : lending soft gales to waft men almost into port, and then 
with a rude and boisterous breath driving them further off thaM 
ever ! — ^And -tis certain Le Ihagon goes ! — O, the merriment I 
miss ! Alack, alack ! please destiny or not — 

Enter Madame Le DRAoofi . 

Le Dragon. — ^May it please your Majesty, the Cardinal Ri- 
chelieu. 

Queen ^ne. — Would he were — ^where his virtues entitle 
him to be. 

Le Dragon. — Do you deign to recdve him 1 - 

Queen Anne. — ^Yes, as we receive others — at their pleasure* 
>and our despite. But you are surprisingly gay to-night. Coun- 
tess ! Changed all at once to a butterfly ! — Is the moon frill t 

Le Dragon.—! was not aware 6f any transformation. — ^I am 
plain myself, I hope. 

Queen Anne. — ^Plain enough ; but go and admit the Cardinal. 
^Exit Le Dragon.) They paint Sin after her portrait surely! 
— the old hypocrite . •• .Good even to your eminence. 

, Enter BicHELiBij. 

Ridttlieu. — At your rc^al ccmmzodi. 
Queen Anne* — ^zou are thoughtfuI| Caidiaal t 
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Richelieu. — The weight of a^kingdom^ madame^ does not 
allow much dancing in the bearer. 

Queen Jlnne. — ^This is one of your answers in which you 
contrive to speak without saying anything. 

jRicAe/ieii.-^The eyes, sweet Queen, caIn talk eloquent lan- 
guage, and without fear of being noted in a lawyer's brief. 

Queen Anne. — ^I thought that speech was given us to express 
our thoughts. 

Richelieu. — ^You are young and may think so. 

Queen Anne. — And you, dear Cardinal, would you insinuate 
you are old ? Certes, those locks of yours are grey with cares, 
not years. 

Richelieu. — To a lady's eye it matters little which, I fear. 

Qiieen Anne. — Count that among your few mistakes. 

Richelieu. — ^Ah, would it were possible to think — 

Qusen Anne. — Faint heart ; you know the adage. 

fltcAeKew.— Nay, nay, I will cry "sour grapes;" the fruit 
hangs too high. . 

Queen Anne, — ^Tush! — ^I have heard 6f a schoolboy who 
stole a bunch while the gardener went for his ladder. 

Richdieu. — And I have heard of another, who fell and 
cracked his skull. 

Q^en Anne. — But was it so solid as yours 1 

Richelieu. — I know not; but L seldom tread on grass till I 
am sure it i? not growing on water. 

Queen Anne, — Then you can walk without stilts 1 But to 
what cause do we owe the happiness of observing, that at least 
you dispense with them to visit us ? 

Richetieu. — ^Madam, the King will not be here to-night ; it 
grieves me t6 say, he is displeased with you. 

Queen Anne. — What! he will not come? Are you sure, 
Cardmal? 

Richelieu.^^-YovLT Majesty seems pleased. I fear you have 
misunderstood me ? 

Queen Afine. — ^Oh, no ; not with the message, but the mes- 
senger. Ah, you smile ? Dear Cardinal, you cannot tell how 
I love you. 

BieArfteti.—- Love me ! ^ 

Queen Anne. — ^Yes, with a daughter's love (I had almost 
said with a ^rand-daughter's). You say the King is displeased 
with me. What is the matter ? 

Richelieu. — His Majesty is displeased with those rery quali- 
ties which intoxicate all other fnen with love and admiration — 
your veit and gaiety. l 
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Queen Jhtne. — ^Very likely : lusbands take these whimsies^ 
you know. But I was born under a merry star^ and am neither 
an heir nor a minister of state, to smile when I am sad, or weep 
when I am glad. 

Richelieu. — ^The King suspects your conduct of some Kght- 
ness, lady — being therein most unjust 

, Queen Anne. — Stake not your salvation on that, my Lord. 
I would he were — that is — but nonsense ! — Let us talk of some- 
thing pleasanter even than a husband's faulta — You spoke of a 
matter in which I might pleasure you : what is it ? 

Richelieu. — But how if my wish accomplished were harmful 
to yourself? 

Queen Anne. — Why then ; but it caimot be ! — Are you not 
my friend, and I yours 1 Give me your hand. And now tell 
me, do you not love me too well to harm me ? 

Richelieu. — I dare not answer, while this touch melts my 
soul ! I fear, — madam, I hope . . . harm you 1 Oh, I would 
die to win one poor unregarded smile from you ! 
Queen Anne.-^Ho^ \ 

Richelieu. — ^Yes, beautiful Queen ! — my o'erfraugfat soul can 
no longer contain itself! I love you, adore you ! Oh, do not, do 
not condemn me to despair ! I have long worshipped you in my 
secret heart, and the impulse which now throws me at your feet, 
would else drrve me to madness ! 

Queen Anne. — ^Is it possible ! — I thought you could only hate 
thus t Rise, Cardinal. Trust me, you are already mad. 

Richdieuj-^l will never rise, till you have bade me not 
despair! 

Queen Anne. — ^Then you will be found here at the day of 
judgment : a somewhat unseemly posture for a Prince of the 
Church. Arise, I tell you, — you are mad. 

Richelieu. — ^But, sovereign lady, you forgive me — you Ud 
me hope for mercy. Oh, by this celestial loveliness — 

Queen Anne. — ^Traitor! Insolent vassal — avaunt; I hattj 
despise, ^um thee ! Away ! and hope for nothing but that my 
foolidi mercy may so far forgive thy treason and monstrous in- 
gratitude as to keep them concealed from him who diouU 
punish them vnth the block ! — Begone ! — but remember, you 
are henceforth in my power. 
RickeKeu. — But, madam, my Queen ! 
Queen Anne. — Begone, wretch ! — ^I will not hear a word ! 
So good a master — 0, heartless hypocrite ! What, woo the 
wife of a Kine, of a frioxl, to didionor ! — Cardinal, I detest thy 
pasaon, and despise thy hypocrisy; — Who w»ts there) {Enr 
ter Bfiofoef.) Le Dn^ ! 



nE Totrrn ^f chablss i. M 

Jlftg7Km.^-*Madam, please you, has retired indisposed. 

Queen Anne. — So much the better. Light out nis eminence, 
youth, — Good night, Lord Cardinal ! 

Richelieu. — I kiss your majesty's hands. {Aside.) This 
mockery is too bitter. (Exevfnt Richelieu cmd Mignoi^.) 

Queen Anne. — ^Ah, methinks I have changed the love-sparkle 
in his eyes to the more priestly glow of hatred. Am I so vir- 
tuous as this anger would seem s— I know not ! t}ie CJardinal is 
old. Now to my trick on this Englishman, Oh, I will be pro- 
perly revenged for his impudence ; albeit, not k4owin? me to 
be who I am, his offence is by no iheans on a par with the Car- 
dinal's. Mignon! ^ (ite-67ii^r^.) 

Queen Anne. — Is all prepared ? The PiinGiBis warned ? 

Mignon. — ^Yes, madam. 

Queen Anne. — ^And the sword 1 The swadiing sword ! 1 
cannot do without a sword ? 

Mignon. — ^I could scarce cany it, my liege. 

Queen Anne. — Be ready then : be ¥rith me on the instant, to 
the princess's apartment ^i^eunL) 



SCENE in. 

Garden of dhe Louvre. A Bower and Fovmtain of JDolphdns. 
Moaniight. Enter the Quedn, disgfdsed, HENRiGTrs and 
Mignon. 

Qi$een .^fmel-r-Courage, sister ! nay, we are here betimes. I 
heard the chimes give an hour's grace. Courage, what are you 
afraid of 1 Ah ! what is that ? 

Princes jHiwtnrffe.-1-Nay, what are you not afraid of? A 
withered Icjajf coming full gaHop on the wind ! • Why, now I do 
believe I am more courageous in my woman's weedsf though^ 
troth, a page's is but litUe more mannish. 

Queen Anne.--^MeaLnmg thee no offence, Mignon, but the 
truth will out at times, like pent fire, do as we will. But never 
featVy I'm brave enough now I know there's no occasion. Don't 
confide too much in my protection, neither ; for I feel hugely 
as if my valor glowed chiefly in my heels. Where's my swora, 
Mignon? 

^?g/Mm.— Here, madam. 

Queen Anne^r^l marvel how men %ht with such heavy 
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irons ; but their heads are so thick, they could not knock each 
other's brains out else, if any that do go to wars garnish their 
helmets with such superfliities. But now into the bower : you 
must obey me! Fm wiser, because I'm stronger. We men 
have it for a well-approved truth. 

Princess Henriefte. — ^Well, well, I am but curious to know 
which of them it is thinks so well of himself and little of us. In 
with us^ignon ; thou art inviable, too. ( They enter the boioer.) 

Queen Mnn£ — {re~appearing). — Nay, tarry a moment. I 
have left my sword against yon aspen {crosses the sta^e). 1 
could no more do without my sword, than a rogue witnout a 
character {Jlnter Charles and Buckingham). Hist! I am fairly 
caught now ; what shall I do ? {Retires among the trees.) 

Buckingham. — Here we are, at last; this is the pleached ar- 
bor, all glistening over" with honey dew. But where is my 
nightingale of love ? 

Prince Charles. — ^Happy Buckingham ! 

Buckingham. — Never talk of a man's happiness till you see 
it in hii^rasp, nor then perchance; miany a ro(^ apple breaks, 
eaten, into bitter dust. 

Prince Charles. — Well, methought there was a dash of 
severity in the reply. 

Buckingham. — But the tenderness breathing through it, like 
mignonette through a briar hedge! 
-rrince Charles. — ^Thou art the favorite of some lucky star. • 

Buckingham. — I made it myself, then, for if I had not be- 
stirred me pretty impudently this morning, I were now like any 
other idle lover, sighing with crossed arms, and marvelling 
what's o'clock 1 

Prince Charles. — She was ripe, too, to yield at the first pluck. 

Buckingham. — Oh ! they are all alike j besides, I flatter my- 
self there are few who can resist me, ahem ! 

Queen Anne (aside). — ^A merry coxcomb, good sooth ! 

Prince Charles. — ^What a night for love ! And you will see 
her whom you adore; hear her sweet voice, press her beloved 
hand. 

Buckingham. — ^In heaven's name stop, prince ; you make me 
blush! 

Prince Charles. — ^Through triple brass ? , Here are footsteps. 
I'll to my post {Exit.) 

Buckingham. — She comes, she comes; save us. What is 
this ? {Stands apart.) 
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{En^.er Queen Anne.) 

Queen Anne. — ^Not here ! Well, I suppose of the two it is 
more the thing to keep the gentleman waiting, than vice versd. 
How shall I pass the time. {Sings.) 

Would you qhaia Love's flighty wings ? 

Leave ^icn free — free as air? 
*Tis bat wiien he feels jthe strings 

He would fly — fly the snare ? 
Leave him free — free as air I 

What noise is that ? Who the devil are you 1 

BiuJcingham. — One who is curious to ask the same civil 
question of yourself. Who the devil are you ? 

Queen Anne. — ^Oh ! a radish split after the old fashion, when 
Adam kept a kitchen garden. Are you a judge of singing ! 'tis 
but indifferent music ; but good enough for the hearer. Listen; 
'tis a shepherdess sings, you mark. . {Sings.^ 

But would you, vexed with rosy lies. 
Strive from his arms to -sever ? ^ 

Yield but an instant to his sighs, 
He'll fly the next for ever I 
Fly the next for ever J 

Oh, those nirals ! What villany there is in buttermilk ! 

Bwc/cingAam..— Methinks, sir, Jrou are cursedly impertinent, 
sir. {Wallcs up and dovm.) 

Queen Anne. — An observation I was just about to address to 
you, sir. Is it a wager that )ou stride so fast ? What are the 
bets? Ten to one, your right leg beats your left; but 'tis an 
unfair race, for one is long'er than his fellow. 

Buckingham.--^\i you are weary of your life, sir, there are 
means full as convenient as my sword to rid yourself of it — 
You wear a sash, and there are tall trees in the neighborhood. 

Queen Anne.—kiii but for spoiling an old proverb, I could 
be tempted to rid you of your misery ; for it must needs b^ 
misery to be so weak and so fierce at once, like a choleric but- 
terfly. 

Buckingham. — Sir, do you mean to quarrel with me"? 

Qv^en Anne. — I care not. I suppose your mustaches are the 
Taltantest part about you. 

Buckingham. — Sirrah ! {walks about) Hark ye, sir. 

Queen Anne. — Well, what's the news ? 

Buckingham.— Hdi I methinks IJiaye seen, you^ere now? 
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Queen Anne, — ^like enough. I have been Tisdble any time 
these one-and-twenty years. 

Buckingham. — Look ye, boy ; you are a devilish handsome 
little-fellow. I hate women, and as I thbk you were bom to 
break their hearts, for these reasons I don't want to kill you. 

Queen Anne. — ^You are excessively obliging. You had bet- 
ter, though. You will find me nice pddngs when you come to 
eat tne, ror I suppose that is your intention 1 |Kill me and ieat 
me, all the world over. Well, heaven keep you from eating a 
lion alive! 

Buckingham. — Boy, were I not like a Hon, and disdained to 
hunt hares, I might prey on thee. 

Qiteen Jhme. — ^I am glad you are not actually a lion, for I 
expected a sort of a Thisbe here. In brief, my dear mustaches, 
I'm here by appointment with a fair lady. After this explana- 
tion, if you are a gentlemsin, a matter to be doubted, you will 
instantly make yourself as scarce as the first edition of Adam's 
treatise on gardening, whereof they say there is but one copy 
remaining, and that is lost. 

Buckingham. — With a lady ! Why, what green girl hath un- 
dertaken to make a simpleton of thee, thou peeled hazel-wand ? 

Qu£en Anne. — Green ! nay, but ripe to yellowness. Not that 
I am a man to boast of my good fortunes ; and yft to a stranger 
there can be no harm : — ^Madame le Dragon. 

Buckvngham.-^Bojy thou liest 

Queen Anne. — ^To that I have but oke reply— ^raw ! 

Buckingham. — ^Tut, child, put up thy plaything. I tell thee, 
I do not want to spoil so pretty a toy of beauty as thou art ; but 
I do powerfully suspect thou art a spy set upon me. 

Queers Anne. — And I hugely misdoubt the same of thee. 

Buckingham. — Would I had a cane here. 

Queen Anne. — ^As well for thyself tbou hast not, or I would 
break it on thy shoulders. Come on ; thou art no gentleman's 
i^n, by thy cowardice. 

Buckingham. — ^Thou art an impudent young n^gue. Yet, by 
this moon, I like thee. Give me thy hand. 

Queen Anne. — ^Not unless thou hast a certificate from three 
honest apothecaries, if there be so many. 

Buckingham. — ^Prithee what makes me endure thine inso- 
lence? 

Queen Anne. — ^The consciousness that thou hast not spirit to 
runaway. 

Bucktngham (afufe.Wt do fear some espial. Come, come, 
€arflN»i^«lMh4iiiit4et here? 
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Queen Anne. — ^FoUy, and m j legs. 

fucfctngAam.— Nay, I have a right to demand. 

Queen ^Ane.-— But might and right are ^Idom of a aind. 
bjour lady fair i 

JBuchingham. — ^Yes. 

Queen Anne. — ^Yoimg ! 

Muchingham. — ^Ye& 

Queen Mnne. — ^Virtuous. 

Buckingham. — Or what should put her here S 

Queen jfniiew— -Mayhap she is simple ? 

Buckingham.'^Whyy she is more witty than wise | as moet- 
ly happens with women when they are not fools. 

Queen Anne. — One may ^eara matters oat ef Salamanca. 

Buckingham. — ^Tat, I can trifle with thee no longer* Segone, 
or I taake mince^meat of thee ! {draws.^ 

Queen Anne. — But now I think of it, uough they say Lore's 
winged, I did never hear ip whick arm. 

Buckingham. — ^Trifle no longer, boy, or 

Queen Anne.^ — Oh ! don't, don't kill me — ^by surprise. Or, 
if I must fight, do help me to draw my sword. 

Buckingham. — Confess^ ! are yon not set on me as a spy } 

Enter Prinoess Hgnr|ett£ and MiaNON. 

Princess Henriette. — My dear, dear La Reine, what is this 1 
Queen Anne.—rThis is the Lady I was waiting for. Judge 
whether a cooing dove is likely to peck. My dear, dear Mane, 
diis gentleman will etcuse us ; he is in love, toot. 

Enter Vrince Charles. 

Prince Charles. — ^Villiers ! Saints ! what have we here? 

Queen Anne. — Oh, what dastards you English are ! If I 
liave not frightened two already by the valorous affisctation of 
going without a beard. ^ 

Prince Charles. — :Ha I frightened ! 

Buckingham. — Nonsense, Stuart. Tis but a malapert that 
iiath lately acquired sagacity to know a milk-maid from a 
milkpail 

Prince Charles. — ^Your lady is coming, stealthily as dew. 

Buckingham. — Now begone, or — 

Queen Anne. — I would not for the world interrupt the 
pleasantest interview on record. Come, my sweet flame. 

Prince Charles. — What ! softly, softly ; do I dream t or is it 
— ^yes, 'tis she ! No, 'tis impoanble, and y^-^ 
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Queen Anne, — Do you know the lady, ar ? 

Prince Chafes. — ^It canDot be — ^it shaJl not be J 

Princess Henriette. — Stuart — ^I — 

Queen Anne. — Then if you are a man of honor you will teD 
eyerybody but her husband. 

Prince Charles. — Traitor ! Wretched wroman I 

Buckingham. — What, your absolute pink of perfectionj too ! 

Prince Charles. — ^Draw, villain ! At least I will be re- 
venged. {^Draws^ 

Queen Anne, — No, nonsense, man ; I can't massacre yon be- 
fore a lady, were you even my friend. 

Prince Charles. — Draw ! or I smite you to the earth. 

Buckingham. — ^Nay, Cbailey, it woiJd ^ame you to harm 
such a spriagald. 

Queen Anne. — So it would. I am ashamed of him. Come> 
Marie^ dear. Oh, there's nothing Kke a little spirit. 

Prince Charles. — I — I — abandoned, lost 1 

UnUr MiGNON. 

Migr0n. — ^Footsteps, footsteps ! Le Dragon. 

Princess Henrieite. — Sir — Stuart ! 

Queen Anne. — She means, if you have any love for her — and 
you have very much the appearance, or your collar is too tight — 
you will let us take refuge. If we are discovered, I assure jou 
there are two respectable families much surprised. 

Princess Henrieite. — Hither^ hither ! Qruns into the arbor,, 
followed by Queen Anne.) 

Queen Anne. — Mignon, Mignon ! {JP agk follows.) 

Prince Charles. — I am fooM, mdeed. But I cannot betray 
her. 

Bucki7^<im. — Here comes my sweet simpleton. Away, 
away 1 {exit Charles.) What happiness ! — Ah ! now she 
comes: how my heart beats! Am 1 my lady's lubbard son 
caught kis^ng her waiting wench 1 Hark ! she comes, her 
soft step briishing like the breeze ov^ the dew. 

Enter Le Dragon. 

Oh, my loveliest, loveliest love. 

Le Dragon. — O, my dear, dear sir f £»r I suppose you aielfte 
gentleman 1 

Buckinghtmu'-^Oh ! I suppose I aou But what have I dose 
to be straDgled 1 MigiMHita ,i^oe ja«.t 
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Le Dragon, — ^The lady you danced with last night. Are you 
not Milor Herbert ? 

Buckingham, — I? 

Le Dragon. — Hush, speak low. The incredible danger I run 
for your sake ought to excite your eternal gratitude. 

Buckingham, — Madam,-! confess .... there is some mis- 
take. 

Le Dragon, — There is no mistake, sir. You may beliere in 
the excess of your happines^. "What is this 1 

Buckingham. — I think— I am sure I heard some one laugh. 
But, madam, however my heart clamors, I would not for the 
world purchase my happiness at any hazard to your reputation. 
This exposed place — : 

Le Dragon. — TJys bower offers us shelter. 

(Tries the door.) 

Queen Anne. — '{Within,) Allow me to open it. 

Enter y with Princess Henriette and the Page. 

Le Dragon. — ^Lost — ruined — bietrayed! The whole comt is 
tipon me ! 

Queen Anne. — And a cry of hounds were more merciful. — 
Lost indeed, thou grandmother vice! Thou silver-locked. in- 
iquity ! Ttou wrinkled Lucrece ! Where are now your moral 
saws, your upturned eyes t Hypocrite, do .you know me 1 

Le Dragon, — For all the saints' sake, mercy, mercy ! my — 

Queen Anne, — Hush, if you would not 1 should proclaim 
you ! Unhappy old woman — ha, what are these ? Lights ? 

Le Dragon. — One stroke for redemption — ^ho, help, treason I 

{Exit,) 

Princess Henriette.-^We are lost. . 

Prince Charles. — ^Lady, I will defend you to my heart's last 
drainings. (Draws.) 

Buckingham. — And I — come, Frenchy, stand bravely by us. 
Draw, man. 

Queen Anne. — Oh, no, no, I'll not fight I'll Lave no man's 
crhost after me. Run for it, Marie. Draw it yourself, if you 
hke it. 

{Flings the sword down and exit with Henriette. Cries 
and shouts heard. Guards rush in and Joseph.) 

Joseph. — These are the rogues ; down upon them ! surrender ! 
surrender! 

Buckingham. — At whose suit ? Come on, my boys ! England 
against any odds ! 

J(wg>A.— Seize all found — 'tis the Cardinal's orders. 
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Enter Cardinal and Le Dragon. 

Richelieu. — Cease ! What means this brawl ? Madam, you 
are out of your senses ^ I left her but an hour ago in a parox- 
ysm of virtue. 

Le Dragon. — She is well recoveredi then. If this earth be 
earth, 'twas she. 

Rkhelieiu — ^Not a word on your life ! Sirs, yield your swords : 
where are the other rioters fiad 1 

Enter Guards wUh Queen Anne* 

Gtuird. — My lord, the woman has escaped. But we caught 
this youth running away ; he slipped down. 

Queen Anne. — Oh that toadstool ! 

Richelieu, — ^Bring the boy hither : your name and Iwisiness 
in this royal purlieu ? {^Aside^ Tis she ! 

Queen Anne. — I — I don't Know. < 

Richelieu. — ^Very well, a serious riot has been raised. I have 
ao time to investigate the matter myself. Joseph, take them all 
before the lieutenant of police. 

Qv£en Anne. — My lord, I — that is — ^I and this gentleman 
were to have fought a duel together. 

Richelieu. — A duel ! Know you not I have prohibited such, 
under penalty of death to the survivor 1 

Queen Anne, — But we did not mean to kill each other ! 

Richelieu. — Away with them ! 

Queen Anne. — 0^ my dread Lord Cardinal, hear me but one 
moment apart ! spare — save me ! 

Richelieu. — ^YcMith, I know thee, and will save thee ; but be 
•grateful. Go where thou wilt : none shall molest thee. Jo- 
seph, take these English friends of ours to the Bastille. 

Prince Charles. — ^The Bastjlle ! 

Buckingham. — ^My lord, for whom do you taike us ? 

Richelieu. — ^For your mothers' sons. Let no one, under pain 
cf death, speak to them. 

Queen Arme. — ^The Bastille ! poor creatures! {Exit.) 

{Guards exeunt with BuccTNGfiAM arkf Charles.) 

Richelieu. — ^Madam, I pretend not to believe or to dtstbelieve 
your legend : at all events the honor of France is saved ; if 
¥0u would preserve^ what is left of your own, be first with the 
King. 



ACT YHfi FOURTH, 



SCENE I. 

An oratory in the Louvre. The KiNa seated at a table ; a 
Gentleman. 

King Louis. — ^Villeroi, bring me my breviary. Open it at 
the de prqfundiSf and go. — Let it be understood, I would be 
alone. 

Gentieman. — ^Your Majesty is obeyed. {EoHt.) 

King Louis {reading). — Ay, in sooth, 'tis very truJe ; no hour 
of life but confirms it. Of few years and many sorroWs ? I care 
not, if mine were fewer atill, and yet I am a King ! 

Queen Anne {without). — Sirs, deny me not. I will see the 
King. 

{Enters still disguised.) 

{Kneels.) My Liege, at your feet. 

King Louis. — Why, what are you ? Your purpose ? 

Queen ^nne.— Sire, my dearest Lord, do you not know me t 
I am Anne of Austria. - 

King Louis. — Anne of Austria, thus garbed ? my wife the 
Queen 1 Thou art mad to say so ! and yet — can this be — in 
such a travestie ? 

Queen Anne. — ^Dear Louis, do but hear me. Oh, I have 
pliayed in such a merry interlude ; do but hear me, and you will 
not marvel at my disguise. 

King Lottw.— Explain yourself, madam. 

Queen Anne. — ^Nay, but look not angered. I shall weep if 
you do — I whose eyes still glitter with tears of mirth. 

King Louis.' — ^Well, well, your explanation. 

Queen Anne.-^h, it tickles nie like a straw to think on't, 
Louis. I have put one of your pieces of purity in the scale and 
found it wanting. Le Dragon, she in whom you trust 90 mucb-— 
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King Louis, — ^Your pardoiij madam, I trust in no one. What 
of Le Dragon ? 

Queen J^nne, — You know at yesternight's ball were two 
strangers, from England, I think. One of them danced with a 
lady of my court ; and, I conjecture, to rid herself of him, she 
told him her name was Le Dragon. A fiery love-letter comes 
this morning proposing a meeting in the gardens of the palace. 
In her vanity she showed it to Henriette and me, affiecting to 
treat the whole affair with contempt ; but we observed such 
signs in her that — now do not frown, love. 

King Louis, — On, on ! 

Queen Anne, — We felt certain die would go, and so we de- 
termined to detect her hypocrisy ;-^for I know she doth me ill 
offices with you, Louis ;— disguised ourselves, as you see; hid 
ourselves in the bower, with Mignon ready to give the alarm ; 
and there she came, and the Cavaliers too, — and oh, such a 
soene of mutual discomfiture ! But the gem of the^tory is to 
come yet ! Th^ Cardinal happening to pass near, heard the al- 
tercation, and burst in upon them. — I and Henriette escaped — 
but, ha, ha ! — the lovers were seized, and sent to the Bastile. 

King Louis. — O, woman ! — Le Dragon, — the deceiver ! I 
must needs laugh. 

Queen Anne. — ^But you forgive my merry folly, dear" Louis 1 

King Louis, — I can refuse thee nothing, child ; but— 

Queen Anne, — 0, time, time, that eats away the rose buds, 
will teach me to be sober and sad. 

King Louis, — But he is a stern teacher, and leaves the marks 
of his rod in men's souls. "- 

-^ Madame Le Dragon without. 

Le Dragon. — ^I u)ill enter though I die for it. 

King Louis, — Begone, wretch ! I will not hear a word. 
Begone, ere I send you to the Bastille to keep company with 
your lovers ! Take her hence. Sirs. 

Queen Anne, — ^You are a minute too late, madam. 

Enter Gentleman. 

Gentleman, — ^The Cardinal Richelieu, sire. 

Queen Anne, — I would not his eminence saw me in this 
foolish garb. Dear Louis, farewell. {Enter Richelietj.) Your 
eminence's poor servant. {Eodt.) 

King Louis, — We understand your purpose, cardinal : you 
come to speak to us of Le Drs^oh's intrigue, and of ijs kdi- 
<rrous catastrophe. 
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/Uchelieu.—he Dragon ! — ^Alas ! 

King Lwiis. — Ay, Le Dragon. Speak — what means that 
sigh ? Your eye is full of some dreadful meaning ! — Speak, 
speak ! 

Richelieu, — ^Le Dragon's version of the tale rings otherwise, 
my Liege; but there are so many counterfeits of truth abroad 
that the real coin — 

King Louis. — She does not, — she dares not — say aught 
against my wife— ae ainst the Queen .! 

BtcAe/tew.— Speak low, sire. — ^This way ; — ^the walls of pal- 
aces at times hare played the spy. — ^Here, sire. 

{Whispers earnestly.) 

King Louis. — ^^'Tis false — 'tis false ; — as the father of lies 
who coined it 

Richelieu. — ^Nay, 'tis but'Le Dragon's story. 

Kmg Louis. — If I but dreamed it true — ^Richelieu ! the sun 
hath not yet seen so bloody a vengeance as I will wreak ! 

Richelieu. — ^Resolve nothitig suddenly, sire. For my part, I 
believe her Grace is innocent — ^till she is proved guilty. These 
lovers, whoso they love, are in the Bastille. If yotir Majesty 
will impose the ta^k on me, I will probe all in turn, and detect 
the truth among their contradictions. Do you commission me 1 

King Louis. — ^I know your marvellous subtlety. I place my 
life, and more> my honor, in your hands. 

Richelieu. — Promise me only that you/will neither see nor 
hear any of the parties, not even the Queen, until I bring my 
report 

King. Lotds.-^I swear !— But be speedy. Till then, I am on 
the rack. 

Richelieu. — ^Fear not, my Liege, I will on the instant to my 
task. 



SCENE n. 

The Queen^s apartment. Queen Anne and Henriette. 

Queen •dnn£. — Nay, I invented nothing. The plain truth 
served my occasion, and would most others who use lies ; but 
men are ever wishing the sun to set that they may see gauds 
twinkle of their own device. 

Princess Jfenriette. — ^But Stuart — ^Ihey are lost ! 



V 
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Queen *Aiine. — ^Not so far bat that the hangman may find 
them. Yet in sooth, our jest is something too serious on these 
gentlemen. 

Princess Henriette, — ^But you do not — ^you cannot desert 
them. . 

Queen Anne. — Nay, witty as I am, I am wise enough to know 
when to leave a friend. 

Princess Henriette. — ^I am ready for either fate ; but life or 
death, I will share it with Stuart. 

Queen Anne. — But I am not a passionate admirer of a dun- 
geon^ and mus^ bread and water. But as Le Dragon's lovers, 
the Cardinal will not care to be at the expense of their keep. 

Ejiier Richelieu. 

Richelieu. — ^Pardon me, Madam, that I enter unheralded; — 
my business is peremptory. 

Queen Anne. — ^The Cardinal Richelieu's presence always 
pleads its own excuse. — ^Your purpose ? — 

Richelieu. — Is brief. Madam, but it needs no witnesses. 

Princess HenrieUe. — ^I go. (Exit.) 

Queen Anne. — rHentiette ! 

Richelieu. — ^If you recall her, Madam, our conference is at an 
end, and your lover's fate is sealed. 

Queen Anne. — ^My lover ! 

Richelieu. — ^Yes, madam, does the word alarm you ?— Tut, it 
is useless to dissemble when we can no longer deceive. Queen 
of France! on my breath depend your crown,— ryour honor, — 
your life ! 

Queen Anne. — In your power ? The Queen of France in the 
power of Richelieu ? There is no lower step m destiny. 

Richelieu. — ^Yes, to the dungeon ! 

Qtceen Anne. — Come innocence with me, and I will descend 
lower yet. 

Richelieu. — ^Innocence ! I tell you all has been discovered. 
Le Dragon's accusation has been heard. She swears she de- 
tected you, not you her ! The King is in doubt which to 
believe. I am appointed to examine; — ^to decide. I have ex- 
amined ; I have decided. Your lover has been searched ; — 
know you this rose ^--^-this jewelled rose wrought by a cunning 
artificer, which the King gave you on the day of the masked 
ball ! Be calm; I alone^ know of tins proof, — ^I alone can 
dispel the suspicions against you, or fix Aem firm as the 
Apeomnes. 
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Queen Jhme. — ^Bc generous then, and just at once ; restore 
ipe that rose, release your prisoner^ and win the gratitude of a 
Queen. v 

Richelieu, — ^Talk not to me of the gratitude of a Queen ; 
there is hut one hribe can buy me. Thy lover's jJace, lady, 
must be mine, or lus must change, — ^I hope in Christian forgiye- 
ness, to a better. 

Queen Anne, — ^His place ! ay, if you mean in the Bastille ; 
else, no — though it be death to say sOb 

Richelieu. — ^It is death, dishcHior, eternal shame! 

Queen Anne. — ^Traitor ! ingrate ! hence, begone ! 

jRu:fte/i6U.-*-Madam, I obey. 

Queen Anne. — ^Richelieu, stay. Have you no mercy t 
Whither go you with that livid smile 1 

Richdieu. — ^AUow me to obey your Majesty's commands* 

Queen Anne. — ^Answer me ! Why are you alent ? 

Richelieu. — ^I liever interrupt a lady. 

Queen Anne. — Whither— whither ? 

Richelieu.-^-^onr Grace sees this parchment ? It is a blank. 
I thought to fill it with an order of release to my prisoners in the 
Bastille. You will hot have it ^o. . It has become a death-* 
warrant ; in one hour from this monoent your paramour expiates 
his crime on the block. 

Queen ^ne.— But he is perfectly innocent ; dreams not 
he has seen me, but that once when you were present ! 

Richelieu. — He h^th the better chance of heaven then ; that 
is all. 

Queen Anne. — ^Have you a heart, Richelieu ? 

Richdieu. — What else hath made me the slave of a barb»rouft 
beauty? 

Queen Anne. — ^Richelieu ! 

Richdieu {pokes a pen.) — ^Dictate, madam; an order of re- 
lease or of death ? 

Queen Anne, — What you will ; I care not But, traitor, you 
dare not.! England will demand him of you; yea, reach you 
even in your slaughter-house of Paris ! 

Richelieu. — We feed oxen with hay while we aim theaxe. 
Pronounce ! 

Queen Anne. — Cardinal ! were it not to seal thine own 
perdition ! 

Richdieu. — ^The risk is mine. 

Queen j3»ne.— That is temptation, truly ! Oh, that the sun of 
a long's faTor should bring forth such serpents ! 
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Richelieu, — ^Very well ; we have written death-warrants, 
and know the forms. (Writes.) 

Queen Anne, — Must he needs perish, for a wild jest ! Were 
it not possible to outplay this gamester ? liold, Richelieu ; 
release them. I consent. 

Richelieu (throwing the paper), — ^I guessed the result of your 
meditations, madam ; this paper sets them at liberty. 

Queen Anne. — Both ! 

Richelieu. — Both. But think not to deceive me ; this releases 
them fcom the Bastille, but not from Paris, which they cannot 
quit without an order under lily hand. Your generosity will 
decide whether to-morrow they are seized for ever, or released 
for the same timeless time. 

Queen Anne. — Leave me then a moment to think, dear car- 
dinal. But let us part friends. Here is my hand. (He kneels 
and kisses it.) Do not eat it, sir! And now farewell ; I will 
be generous like many who are called so — with other people's 
goods. 

Riclielieu. — I quit paradise ; but not without the hope of 
return. (Exit,) 

Queen Anne. — I will reflect, dear Cardinal, and if there be 
wit in woman, I will moreover discomfit you. Ah, if I tangle 
not this snake in his own wii^dings ! 

Enter Henriette. 

Princess Henriette. — Dearest sister ! his life — mine — ^but 
though I would give my life to save it ; yet, yet you are 
my brother's wife. 

Queen Anne. — So they tell me. Never fear I shall forget it. 
I see you have heard all. The cardinal has set snares for 
pigeons. Have a care, Richelieu, you catch not a vulture to 
pick your eyes out ! Come, look over me ; watch what I 
write. 

Princess Henriette. — Alas ! an invitation to Richelieu, in 
private, and to come in disguise of a Dominican monk. 

Queen Anne. — ^His eminence will understand that his own 
way. But how do you stare at this ? 

Princess Henriette, — What, the chevaliers ! to the same 
feasty at the same hour ! and sign yourself still Le Dragon ? 

Queen Anne. — ^Yes, Henriette, you may believe in your hap- 
piness, as the old wretch said. The cardinal comes alone. 
These .young men shall learn our rank and their own danger at 
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•once ; then, if they have not yalor to force a passport from the 

Cardinal, let them stay and be hanged, that is all. 
Princess flenWef^e.— But will the terrible Richelieu — 
Queen Anne. — The terrible Richelieu would be ruined by 

a discovery as well as we. Do you understand ? But what for 

a messenger ? 

Princess Heryriette. — ^Mignon, your faithful page, waits 

withia. {Exeunt.) 



SCENE m, 
Antickaniber.— Enter Mapame Le Dragon, ItasiUy. 

Le Dragon.— The prisoners dismissed ! I have but one re- 
source — to throw^ myself on her mercy. Mignon ! 

ETl^CrMlGNON. 

Mignon {hiding a letter.)-^ Ah, if she should see it! Well, 
Madam Countess? 

Le Dragon. — Do you too desert me ? 

Mignon,-^! always like to be in the fashion. 

Le Dragon, — On ray knees, dear child, I implore thee — 

Mignon. — 'Tis of no use, you are out of favor, and were you 
an angel, that's enough. Go home and be miserable. 

Le Dragon^ {aside?)— A letter ? I am preparing to go into 
exile. But there is the hawk I have so long promised you — 
will you come and take it ? 
* Mignon. -^^o . . . no . . . I must not. 

Le Dragon, — ^Then must I have it strangled, and 'tis pity ; 
dark plumed, with a blue bending neck, white tuft, a black 
eager eye, white in the pendants, with talons of azure mail ! 

Mignon. — ^I'U come for it the moment I have delivered my 
letter. 

Le Dragon. — ^Now or never ! 

Mignon. — Is it peregine or haggard ? 

Le Dragon. — What know I of the sorts ? But 'tis close at 
hand, in my chamber. 

Mignon. — Make haste then. But 'tis wroi^g of me. {Exeunt.) 



ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE L 
The King*s oratory. — The King and Le Dragon. 

Le Dragon. — Sire ! Alas, hath nature yielded to the violence 
of his anguish 1 His face is agonized as a man's tormented 
-with some deadly poison. My King ! 

King Louis. — Woman — devil ! but that's the same. 

Le Dragon. — My Liege, how have I offended you ? I have 
told you but the truth. 

King Louis. — The truth ! ay, the truth, the truth, they call it ! 
The light which breaks in upon the faded feast of hfe. Leave 
me, scorpion ! What more ? the sting is in my heart. Let it 
rankle there ! Oh, woman ! false, smijing, beautiful damnation ! 
what are all thy charms 1 Violets to hide a nest of vipers ! 

Le Dragon. — My Sovereign ! 

King Louis. — ^Away ! I hate thee and all thy sex ! Le 
Dragon, I did never believe your accusations until now ; but 
this withering scroll ! Hencelorth, for thy sake, I will believe 
that when a woman is too old to sin, she may be virtuous ;.and. 
faithful, if you bribe higher by a sous than your enemy. 

Le Dragon. — Would I had been faithful, since your High- 
ness prefers ignorance of your wrongs. Sire, there yet remains 
to you the exquisite pleasure of the injured — revenge ! ♦ 

King Louis. — Revenge ! Oh, there is music in that word ! 
Revenge ! Yea, I will make a heap at which Nero's self would 
fear to gaze. But, traitress, thou hast forged these lines which 
sear mine eyes out. Thou hast bribed the fiend to imitate her 
hand. These lovers are in the Bastille ! 

Le Dragon. — My Liege, they have been discharged by order 
of the Cardinal. 

King Louis. — ^The Cardinal ! He too of the conspiracy ! 
Would they murder me in my own palace ? Would the Cardi- 
nal be king in name, as he has long been in deed ? Ho ! my 
guards, my guards ! 

Le Dragon. — Sire, be calm ! 
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King Louis. — When I am dead, when I am dead — ^but living 
never, never more ! Oh, wasps, ye can but buzz around the 
couch of death, not break his marbled rest ! Tut, tut ; the page 
is still a prisoner ? 

Le Dragon. — ^In my chamber. Sire; whither I lured him, and 
then rifled him. 

King Louis. — Keep him there. Meanwhile, send this letter 
to its destination. 

Le Dragon. — ^Your Majesty will be composed 1 

King Louis. — Yea, I will come upon them like the lightning 
from a calm sky. Crush them like wasps revelling in a rose ! 
Full of dew and freshness, will I snap her on the stalk ! My 
whole court, the English ambassador, all shall behold my ven- 
geance. 

Le Dragon. — ^But, Sire, let no man know your intentions. 
The Cardinal is, I fear, of the complot. And the slightest noise 
alarms the keen sense of guilt. 

King Lmis. — Experience teaches thee well ; fear not This 
dagger, seest thou ? I will never sheathe it again but in the 
traitor's heart. And now, farewell. Leave me till midnight. 
No more ; — begone ! {Exeunt) 



SCENE IL 



The Queen^s apartment Queen Anne and the Princess 
Henriette. 

Queen Anne. — And now go, dear Henriette ; you know your 
part ; my holy lover will be here anon. Methinks I am dressed 
passably to please him, eh 1 What a pleasure 'tis to cheat the 
cheater ; to foil a man at his own weapons ! 

Princess Henriette. — Steps ! Hist, here be comes. 

Queen Anne. — Well, to be virtuous and young hath some ex- 
cuse, were it but for the rarity ; but to be vicious and old, is to 
be at once sour and musty ; too much for any palate. W^ho is 
there ? Speak low as love in a revelry. 

Richelieu {unthoui). — Tis I — I ! 

Queen Anne. — ^Truly, that melodious voice betrays you as her 
song the nightingale. Come in : softly, softly. 

Richelieu. — & snow on snow. (Enters^ disguised as a 



48 KICHELIEU IN LOVE; OE, 

monk.) Royal beauty ! behold at your feet the humblest of your 
worshippers ! 

Queen Anne, — Rise, Cardinal, rise. Methinks you were not 
consecrated to such a worship. 

Richelieu, — Man is the high priest of Nature, and is not w^o- 
man her divinest work ? 

Queen Anne, — Not so loud ! remember where you are. , 

Richelieu, — In Paradise ! The aii* you breathe is faint with 
perfume, like violets in a hot sun ; the light is tinged with roses, 
and burns languidly as if enamored of the beauty it reveals. 

Queen Anne, — Richelieu, they have spoilt a good poet in you. 
Be seated, I would parley with you. 

Richelieu. — Ah, lady, it is too late when the enemy is in the 
citadel. What magic is this you use, that in your presence the 
soul seems to swim m seas of delight, or sinks but in ineffable 
depths of misery ? — But are you sure we have no witnesses ? 

Queen Anne, — Only one ! — but one whom we can neither 
bribe nor slay — who comes unbidden to the couch — to the feast — 
Conscience ! 

Richelieu — 'Tis but a coward's shadow, that frightens him- 
self; we, who live in the blaze of the throne, are shadowless. 
But this is idle talk. Call Richelieu, Villiers, and love him so. 

Queen Anne. — Call a crab-apple a peach, and it shall not eat 
less sour. Cardinal. Would you were virtuous ! Yet we are all 
human. You have a subtle tongue, but I see not that logic 
smoothens wrinkles. 

Richelieu. — This witching hour was made for love, not vain 
disputes. Thou art mine ! 1 have played at dice with Fate for 
thee, and won the game. 

Queen Anne, — Unhand me, sir ! Think you I am to be wooed 
thus ? Tell me but this. Cardinal — had I not seemed to you guilty 
in this matter of the Dolphin's Fountain, had your courage ever 
risen to this pass ? 

Richelieu, — No, my sweet Queen ; but snow once sullied — 

Qu>een Anne, — It matters not if you drive a herd of wild 
boar over it? But if I convince you of my innocence — 

Richelieu, — I swear to you, madam, I would ever regard you 
as unassailable as the pearly flames on the altar of Vesta. 
Ha! ha! 

Queen Anne. — 1 take you at the word. (JMtmc behind scenes.) 
What deem you that to be ? 

Richelieu. — 'Tis but .... but .... the coinage of your 
fears. 

Queen Anne. — ^I am not afraid. To say truth 'tis but ta aa- 
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nounce that the supper is ready to which I invited you, and to 
which I have also summoned a little society to meet you. 

Richelieu. — Supper — society — to meet me ! If you have be- 
trayed me, madam, remember, I am Richelieu ! 

Queen .Anne. — You have betrayed yourself, not L Your 
subtle policy left me but one chance of saving these chevaliers 
and my honor. Too much to pay for a madcap jest 

Richelieu. — ^Fool, — fool, to trust a woman! Beware, be- 
ware — • 

Queen Anne. — T shall not forget I have caught a tiger. 

Richelieu. — Madam, if the King — ^if my enemies are there — 
I would implore — 

Queen Anne. — ^No, no, we are all incognito ; and if you will, 
you may play your part so too. Judge now wl\ether I am guilty. 
Within there ! the guest has arrived. 

Music J doors open. A Saloon^ richly prepared for a Feast. 

Queen Anne. — Stand apart for a moment ; be submissive ; 
you are surrounded by those devoted to me. 

Enter Princess Henriette, masked, followed by Charles and 
Buckingham. 

Prince Charles. — How far wilt thou lead us, sylph in mask ? 

Princess Henriette. — No further. Do you not know me, sir 1 

( Unmasks.) 

Prince Charles. — Ha ! — yes, lady, you are one who appeared 
to Hie a snow-wreath for the brow of Dian, but whom 1 find a 
flush garland for that of Venus 1 In brief, you are the seeming 
of one whom I loved from the first moment I beheld — whom I 
must ever love, even while I feel that you are but the fair paint- 
ing of all that a heart like mine could love. 

Princess Henriette. — Of what do you accuse me ? If snow 
be white, so is my faith true. 

Buckingham. — Ah ! madam, this were fair speaking, if wc 
had not found you keeping an appointment with a galliard boy 
at the Dolphin's Fountain. 

P^icness Henriette.. — Well, well, it shall be seen ;. be seated, 
sirs. {They sit.) 

Buckingham. — But where is Madam Le Dragon ? 

(Queen Anne and Richelieu come forward.) 
Divinest, dearest loveliness ! >do we meet again when I had lost 
all hope 1 when — such a fearful old dowager personated you 
5» 
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at the — ;. but you know nothing about it. I must tett you a 
whole world of legend. 

Qtieen Anne, — Nay, it needs not. Mind you not ? 

{Sings.) 

Would' you chain Loxe^s- flighty wings,. 

Leave him free — free as air ! 
Tis but when he feels the strin^^ 

He would fly. — fly the snfire !• 

• 

Buckingham. — Can it be ? But, no P it is impossible. 

Princess Henriette. — Yes, Stuart, it was this lady, who^ dis-^ 
guised as a page — 

Queen Anne. — Fooled ye all, but herself most ! 

Buckingham. — Idiot that I was ! Such beauty and such cru- 
elty together ; you cannot be human ! 

Qu£en Anne, — Alas ! my heart tells me, too human ! Peace, 
Villiers, this is the funeral feast of our folly, after which, we 
shall never meet again : would that we never had ! 
, Buckingham. — So say not I, though death conclude the tale. 

Richelieu. — Sir, the lady is wedded ; in my presence I must 
not suffer such discourse. 

Prince- Charles. — But this sweet vestal blossom which the 
sun hath scarcely lured from the bud, is mine wholly. 

Richelieu. — Thine ? — she ? Ha ! ha ! if life be a dream,, 
methinks I am at the wildest part of mine. 

Buckingham. — If this be a dream, oh, may I never wake ! 

Princess Henriette. — Reverend man, I must needs confess, 
this gentleman speaks but the simple truth. Destiny will not 
suffer our hands to confirm our hearts ; but never will I be an- 
other's. 

RicheKeu. — ^Lifc is but a dream, and death the waking ! Some 
dream of glory, and the cold laurel wreathes their aching brows ; 
some of riches, and the yellow gold' lies piled in glistering heaps ; 
some of power, and the sceptre or the sword gall their hands; 
some of love, and the thorny roses bind their hot temples ! but 
k) yo no w^ the harsh step of death is heard, and the^ dream is 
over. 

Buckingham. — (Aside.) — What doth the old preacher here ? 
He is as tedious as a grand'ame that wiH not to bed when we 
would be roasting chestnuts. But, dearest Lady, you promised 
us tidings for what strange reason we were imprisoned^ and 
then so suddenly liberated. 

Queen Arme. — ^You shall hear anon ; but we will part chew- 
fully. I drink to your fair health, sirs; sister, yours. 
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^ Buckingham. — ^I return your pledge, bright star of love, and 
drink it on my knees. 

Queen Anne. — Arise, VilHers ; this is foHy, madness ! The 
star of love, luckless at best, is to us — nay, to thee, most fortune- 
less, since it has led to the brink of a precipice. 

Richelieu, — You will slip over it, madam I 

Queen Anne, — It may be, but I will drag some weeds with 
me. 

Buckingham, — Speak not of separation,^ dearest, for I will 
never leave thee. Henceforth I am as much a portion of thy 
society as its fragrance of the rose. 

Queen Anne, — Nay, nay. But the sunset of our acquaint- 
ance grows dewy with teais; let us be cheerful awhile. 
. Prince Charles, — You have a tuneable voice, Villiers — sing 
us some soft lay which echoes love in music. 

Queen Anne, — Something merry rather. I would not weep, 
unless with laughter. 

Buckingham, — Alas ! Sweet dame, love's richest bliss is 
melancholy ; and I can sing of naught but love. 

Queen Anne, — Tut ! no courtly melody for me ; some cheery 
vaudeville, such as the merry commons hum over their wine at 
yespers, when sunset reddens the vine-leaves.^ 

Richelieu, — Something of the Queen, then. Her Grace is a 
favorite topic with the ballad-mongers. 

Buckingham. — Oh, then, here is a ballad I caught up from 
hearing a sentinel carol it at watch in the Bastille. 'Tis but 
some unlicensed jester's folly, to please the crowd. 

VAUDEVILLE : AIR DE LA FRONDE. 
Noire Dame VAutrichienne. 

Our lady the Austrian, 

She came into France, 
They taught her her duty. 

To sing and to dance, 
When first she bloom'd on us, 

Venus' self looked less bright ; 
Like snakes in the sun, 

Basked the court in her light.. 

Fal de ral la I 
La la ! 

Our dark Lord, Ludovic, 

Thought naught of the state,. 
And our lady, the Austrian, 

Thought less of her male \ 
To win her light favor, 

Alf men strove as he did. 
And all— save his Highness — 
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Prince Charles, — Villiers! 

Buckingham^ — Sueceeded, succeeded. 

Fal de ral la ! 
La la! 

Tears? my life, what Eoeans this emotion ? that blush ? 

Queen J^nne. — Those villanous Parisians ! But it teaches 
me a great lesson. Tis not enough to be innocent to 'scape 
men's slander ; one must also be prudent. Henceforth — but 'tis 
time to end the farce. Messieurs, Villiers, I am the Queen of 
France. 

Buckingham. — The Queen of France ! 

Richelieu, — And you. Monsieur Stuart, whose ambition hath 
such mounting wings, do you deem yourself a fitting match for 
the daughter of Henry the Great 1 

Princess Henriette, — ^Yes, Stuart, I am Henriette Marie. 
Here is my hand, never to be yours, but never another's. 

Prince Charles. — Henriette Marie! Sublime creature! 
Could you indeed deign to love me, a poor unknown stranger ? 

Princess Henriette. — Better than rank, riches, power — better 
than life ! 

Richelieu. — You look like your ghost. Monsieur Villiers. 

Buckingham. — Sovereign lady, on my knees in the lowliest 
terms — 

Qiceen Anne. — No more : I forgive you everything. We 
have no time to waste» An hour's delay in Paris is destruction. 
You cannot leave it without a passport from Cardinal Richelieu. 
This Dominican is he. 

Richelieu (throws off disguise.) — ^Yes, gentlemen, I am 
Richelieu — foiled for once — deservedly foiled. Lay not your 
hands on your daggers ; you need them not. I myself never use 
\/ force where fraud will do, and am vanquished at my own 

weapons. Give me the paper ; I will sign your passports. I 
recognize your innocence, madame ; and as nothing but the 
idea of — of the contrary encouraged my presumption, hence- 
forth it is level with the dust, from which it ought never to have 
risen. 

Enter Mionon* 

Mignon. — My liege ! — o\ sirs, run, fly, jump out of the 
windows. All is lost ! the apartments are surrounded ! The 
King and his guards are coming like raging madtoen, to butcher 
everybody ! 
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Richelieu, — ^Eh, child, what mean you ? 

Mignon. — I have but just escaped from Le Dragon's chamber^ 
out of the window, dropping from branch to branch of a mul- 
berry-tree. 

Le Dragon without. 

Le Dragon, — Open the door ; it is the King. 

King Louis (^mithout.) — Burst it open, guards. Traitress^ 
thy sun is set ! 

Queen Anne, — Richelieu, you alone can save us ! Do so, or 
share our destruction ! 

Richelieu. — Fear nothing; what'should innocence fear ? Ho, 
without ! What brawlers are ye, mad or drunk 1 

Doors burst open. Enter the King, Le Dragon, and Guard. 

King Louis, — Die, faithless woman ! — die, villanous betrayers t 
Down with all ; spare none. 

Richelieu throws himself before the guards, 

Richelieu, — Cease, ye blood-thirsty madmen, cease ! 'Tis I, 
Richelieu, command ye ! Whoso stirs, on his head I launch 
the lightnings of the cljurch ! My King, my son, is it possible I 
Are you the leader of these raging wolves ? 

King Louis, — Richelieu! 

Richelieu, — ^Yes, Richelieu, sire ! He whom you commis- 
sioned to examine into the truth or falsehood of this infamous 
woman's accusation, this Le Dragon ! King of France, the 
Queen of France is innocent. 

King Louis, — Then darkness is light ; read here ! 

Richelieu. — ^The proof of her innocence. You commissioned 
me to discover the truth : amidst such contradiction I had 
but one means — to confront the accused. I, Sire, your faithful- 
lest servant, compelled the Queen to write that invitation — com- 
pelled her to receive these strangers in my presence ; and I, 
Sire, pronounce her entire innocence. 

Le Dragon, — ^I own it — I confess all; on my knees, mercy, 
my sovereign ! 

King Louis, — My wife, can you forgive me ? 

Queen Anne, — O Louis, your goodness fills my soul with 
regret at my folly. Forgive me, too ; and never, never shall 
you find even the shadow of complaint in me. 

Kin^ Louis. — And yet how dared these strangers accept this 
invitation I 



54 RICHELIEU IN LOVE; OR, THE TOUTH OF CHARLE9 I. 

Prince Charles. — I, Sire, induced my friend to accompany 
me, under the hope of seeing this royal and beautiful lady, who, 
in the presence of his eminence, has sworn to be no one's wife, 
if not mine. 

King Louis. — Thy wife ! my sister ! Cardinal, are we 
awake ? 

Richelieu, — ^I scarcely know ; sir, of whom speak you 1 

Prince Charles, — Of the Princess Henriette Marie. 

King Louis. — And who are you, who, being mad, would scale 
the stars? 

Prince Clmrles. — One, I trust, in rank, no unfit match. 
Charles, Prince of Wales. 

Omnes. — ^Prince of Wales ! 

Buckingham. — Son of King James of England ! (.^^e.) 
If his mother speaks truth. 

Lord Herbert. — {Behind the scenes.) — Haste ! help ! save 
him ! It is the heir of England ! {Enters.) O, my Prince, 
my Prince, into what danger — 

Prince Charles. — Hist ! hist ! I am in none, if this lady can 
love the Prince as she has loved the Knipjht errant. 

King Louis. — If this be so, why. Cardinal, do we not well 1 
Royal brother, she is yours. 

Richelieu. — Chance is a better politician than Richelieu. 

Le Dragon. — O, my sweet Lady, my gracious Liege, plead 
for me ! 

King Louis. — Begone ! 

Queen J^nne. — Nay, let us not be harsh. Louis, grant me a 
boon ; the pardon of Le Dragon. 

King Louis. — 'Tis granted, but henceforth she is banished 
from our court. 

Le Dragon. — O, my Lord Ambassador ! How could you 
join in the plot against me ! 

Lord Herbert. — I ! 

Le Dragon. — ^It was to meet you that I went ! 

Buckingham. — 0, my Lord of Cher bury ! 

Lord Herbert. — Duke of Buckingham ! 

Queen Anne. — Duke of Buckingham ? 

Buckingham. — The humblest servant of your Majesty, at 
your feet. 

Queen Jlnne. — ^Rise, rise! the dream is over — and the 
play, too. 
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